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THE LAST ORACLE.

(A.D. 361.)

ffT-JTUTe Ttf fiatriKrii, x°.""^ Trece SalSa\os av\d '

ovKeri ^ot$os e^ei KaXifiav, oil fidvTtSa SdfpVTjv,

Qv 7ra7cti' \a\4oufrav ' aireo-jSeTO Kot \ii\ov Sioip.

Years have risen and fallen in darkness or in twilight,

Ages waxed and waned that knew not thee nor thine,

While the world sought light by night and sought not thy

light.

Since the sad last pilgrim left thy dark mid shrine.

Dark the shrine and dumb the fount of song thence welhng,

Save for words more sad than tears of blood, that said

:

Tell the king, on earth hasfallen the glorious dwelling,

And the watersprings that spake are quenched and dead.

Not a cell is left the God, no roof, no cover

;

In his hand theprophet laurelflowers no more.

B
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And the great king's high sad heart, thy true last love',

Felt thine answer pierce and cleave it to the core.

And he bowed down his hopeless head

In the drift of the wild world's tide,

And dying, Thou /tast conquered, he said,

Galilean ; he said it, and died.

And the world that was thine and was ours

When the Graces took hands with the Hours

Grew cold as a winter wave

In the wind from a wide-mouthed grave,

As a gulf wide open to swallow

The Ught that the world held dear.

O father of ail of us, Paian, Apollo,

Destroyer and healer, hear !

Age on age thy mouth was mute, thy face was hidden.

And the lips and eyes that loved thee blind and dumb

;

Song forsook their tongues that held thy name forbidden,

Light their eyes that saw the strange God's kingdom

come.
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Fire for light and hell for heaven and psalms for psean*

Filled the clearest eyes and lips most sweet of sanj;.

When for chant of Greeks the wail of Galileans

Made the whole world moan with hymns of wrath and

wrong.

Yea, not yet we see thee, father, as they saw thee,

They that worshipped when the world was theirs and

thine.

They whose words had power by thine own power to

draw thee

Down from heaven till earth seemed more than heaven

divine.

For the shades are about us that hover

When darkness is half withdrawn

And the skirts of the dead night covei

The face of the live new dawn.

For the past is not utterly past

Though the word on its lips be the last,

And the time be gone by with its creed

When men were as beasts that bleed,
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As sheep or as swine that wallow,

In the shambles of faith and of fear.

O father of all of us, Paian, Apollo,

Destroyer and healer, hear

!

Yet it may be, lord and father, could we know it,

We that love thee for our darkness shall have light

More than ever prophet hailed of old or poet

Standing cxowned and robed and sovereign in thy sight

To the likeness of one God their dreams enthralled thee,

Who wast greater than all Gods that waned and grew ,

Son of God the shining son of Time they called thee.

Who wast older, O our father, than they knew.

For no thought of man made Gods to love or honour

Ere the song within the silent soul began,

Nor might earth in dream or deed take heaven upon' her

Till the word was clothed with speech by lips of man.

And the word and the life wast thou,

The spirit of man and the breath
;

And before thee the Gods that bow

Take life as thine hands and death.
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For these are as ghosts that wane.

That are gone in an age or twain
;

Harsh, merciful, passionate, pure,

They perish, but thou shalt endure
;

Be their flight with the swan or the swallow,

They pass as the flight of a year.

O father of all of us, Paian, Apollo,

Destroyer and healer, hear !

Thou the word, the light, the life, the breath, the glory,

Strong to help and heal, to lighten and to slay.

Thine is all the song of man, the world's whole story ;

Not of morning and of evening is thy day.

Old and younger Gods are buried or begotten

From uprising to downsetting of thy sun.

Risen from eastward, fallen to westward and forgotten.

And their springs are many, but their end is one.

Divers births of godheads find one death appointed,

) As the soul whence each was bom makes room lor

each;
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God by God goes out, discrowned and disanointed,

But the soul stands fast that gave them shape and

speech.

Is the sun yet cast out of heaven ?

Is the song yet cast out of man ?

Life that had song for its leaven

To quicken the blood that ran

Through the veins of the songless years

More bitter and cold than tears,

Heaven that had thee for its one

Light, life, word, witness, O sun.

Are they soundless and sightless and hollow.

Without eye, without speech, without ear ?

O father of all of us, Paian, Apollo,

Destroyer and healer, hear !

'lime arose and smote thee silent at his warning,

Change and darkness fell on men that fell from thee
;

Dark thou satest, veiled with light, behind the morning,

Till the soul of man should lift up eyes and see.
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Till the blind mute soul get speech again and eyesight,

Man may worship not the light of life within
;

In his sight the stars whose fires grow dark in thy sight .

Shine as sunbeams on the night of death and sin.

Time again is risen with mightier word of warning,

Change hath blown again a blast of louder breath
;

Clothed with clouds and stars and dreams that melt in

morning,

Lo, the Gods that ruled by grace of sin and death !

They are conquered, they break, they are stricken,

Whose might made the whole world pale
;

They are dust that shall rise not or quicken

Though the world for their death's sake wail.

As a hound on a wild beast's trace,

So time has their godhead in chase
;

As wolves when the hunt makes head.

They are scattered, they fly, they are fled ;

They are fled beyond hail, beyond hollo,

And the cry of the chase, and the cheer

O father of all of us, Paian, Apollo,

Destroyer and healer, hear 1
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Day by day thy shadow shines in heaven beholden,

Even the sun, the shining shadow of thy face :

King, the ways of heaven before thy feet grow golden ;

God, the soul of earth is kindled with thy grace.

In thy lips the speech of man whence Gods were

fashioned,

In thy soul the thought that makes them and unmakes

;

By thy Hght and heat incarnate and impassioned,

Soul to soul of man gives light for light and takes.

As they knew thy name of old time could we know it.

Healer called of sickness, slayer invoked of wrong.

Light of eyes that saw thy light, God, king, priest, poet.

Song should bring thee back to heal us with thy song.

For thy kingdom is past not away,

Nor thy power from the place thereof hurled :

Out of heaven they shall cast not the day,

They shall cast not out song from the world,

By the song and the light they give

We know thy works that they live
;

With the gift thou hast given us of speech

We praise, we adore, we beseech,
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We arise at thy bidding and follow,

We cry to thee, answer, appear,

O father of all of us, Paian, Apollo,

Destroyer and healer, hear

!



IN THE BAY.

I.

BfeYOND the hollow sunset, ere a star

Take heart in heaven from eastward, while the west

Fulfilled of watery resonance and rest,

Is as a port with clouds for harbour bar

To fold the fleet in of the winds from far

That stir no plume now of the bland sea's breast
;

II,

Above the soft sweep of the breathless bay

Southwestward, far past flight of night and day,

Lower than the sunken sunset sinks, and higher

Than dawn can freak the front of heaven with fire,

My thought with eyes and wings made wide makes way

To find the place of souls that I desire.

iiis.
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III.

If any place for any soul there be,

Disrobed and disentrammelled ; if the might,

The fire and force that filled with ardent light

The souls whose shadow is half the light we see,

Survive and be suppressed not of the night

;

This hour should show what all day hid from me.

IV.

Night knows not, neither is it shown to day,

By sunlight nor by starlight is it shown.

Nor to the full moon's eye nor footfall known,

Their world's untrodden and unkindled way.

Nor is the breath nor music of it blown

With sounds of winter or with winds of May.

V.

But here, where light and darkness reconciled

Hold earth between them as a weanling child
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Between the balanced hands of death and birth,

Even as they held the new-born shape of earth

When first life trembled in her limbs and smiled,

Here hope might think to find what hope were worth.

VI.

Past Hadesj past Elysium, past the long

Slow smooth strong lapse of Lethe—past the toil

Wherein all souls are taken as a spoil,

The Stygian web of waters—if your song

Be quenched not, O our brethren, but be strong

As ere ye too shook off our temporal coil

;

VII.

If yet these twain survive your worldly breath,

Joy trampling sorrow, life devouring death.

If perfect life possess your life all through

And like your words your souls be deathless too.

To-night, of all whom night encompasseth.

My soul would commune with one soul of you-
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VIII.

Above the sunset might I see thine eyes

That were above the sundawn in our skies,

Son of the songs of morning,—thine that were

First lights to lighten that rekindling air

Wherethrough men saw the front of England rise

And heard thine loudest of the lyre-notes there

—

IX.

If yet thy fire have not one spark the less,

O Titan, born of her a Titaness,

Across the sunrise and the sunsefs mark

Send of thy lyre one sound, thy fire one spaik.

To change this face of our unworthiness,

Across this hour dividing light from dark

X.

To change this face of our chill time, that hears

No song like thine of all that crowd its ears,
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Of all its lights that lighten all day long

Sees none like thy most fleet and fiery sphere's

Outlightening Sirius—in its twilight throng

No thunder and no sunrise like thy song.

XI.

Hath not the sea-wind swept the sea-hne bare

To pave with stainless fire through stainless air

A passage for thine heavenlier feet to tread

Ungrieved of earthly floor-work? hath it spread

No covering splendid as the sun-god's hair

To veil or to reveal thy lordlier head ?

XII.

Hath not the sunset strewn across- the sea

A way majestical enough for thee ?

What hour save this should be thine hour—and mine,

If thou have care of any less divine

Than thine own soul ; if thou take thought of me,

Marlowe, as all my soul takes thought of thine ?
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XIII.

Before the moon's face as before the sun

The morning star and evening star are one

For all men's lands as England. O, if night

Hang hard upon us,—ere our day take flight,

Shed thou some comfort from thy day long done

On us pale children of the latter light

!

For surely, brother and master and lord and king,

Where'er thy footfall and thy face make spring

In all souls' eyes that meet thee wheresoe'er.

And have thy soul for sunshine and sweet air

—

Some late love of thine old live land should cling,

Some living love of England, round thee there.

XV.

Here from her shore across her sunniest sea

My soul makes question of the sun for thee.
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And waves and beams make answer. When thy feet

Made her ways flowerier and their flowers more sweet

With childlike passage of a god to be,

Like spray these waves cast off her foemen's fleet

XVI.

Like foam they flung it from her, and like weed

Its wrecks were washed from scornful shoal to shoal.

From rock to rock reverberate ; and the whole

Sea laughed and lightened with a deathless deed

That sowed our enemies in her field for seed

And made her shores fit harbourage for thy soul.

XVII.

Then in her green south fields, a poor man's child,

Thou hadst thy short sweet fill of half-blown joy.

That ripens all of us for time to cloy

With full-blown pain and passion ; ere the wild

World caught thee by the fiery heart, and smiled

To make so swift end of the godlike boy.
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XVIII.

For thou, if ever godlike foot there trod

These fields of ours, wert surely like a god.

Who knows what splendour of strange dreams was shed

With sacred shadow and glimmer of gold and red

From hallowed windows, over stone and sod,

On thine unbowed bright insubmissive head ?

XIX.

The shadow stayed not, but the splendour stays,

Our brother, till the last of English days.

No day nor night on English earth shall be

For ever, spring nor summer, Junes nor Mays,

But somewhat as a sound or gleam of thee

Shall come on us like morning from the sea.

XX.

Like sunrise never wholly risen, nor yet

Quenched ; or like sunset never wholly set,

c
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A light to lighten as from living eyes

The cold unlit close lids of one that lies

Dead, or a ray returned from death's far skies

To fire us living lest our lives forget.

For in that heaven what light of lights may be,

What splendour of what stars, what spheres of flame

Sounding, that none may number nor may name,

We know not, even thy brethren
;
yea, not we

Whose eyes desire the light that lightened thee,

Whose ways and thine are one way and the same.

But if the riddles that in sleep we read.

And trust them not, be flattering truth indeed.

As he that rose our mightiest called them,—he,

Much higher than thou as thou much higher than we-

There, might we say, all flower of all our seed,

All singing souls are as one sounding sea.
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XXIII.

All those that here were of thy kind and kin,

Beside thee and below thee, full of love,

Full-souled for song,—and one alone above

Whose only light folds all your glories in

—

With all birds' notes from nightingale to dove

FiU the world whither we too fain would win.

XXIV.

The world that sees in heaven the sovereign light

Of sunlike Shakespeare, and the fiery night

Whose stars were watched of Webster ; and beneath,

The twin-souled brethren of the single wreath.

Grown in king's gardens, plucked from pastoral heath,

Wrought with all flowers for all men's heart's delight

XXV.

And that fixed fervour, iron-red like Mars,

In the mid moving tide of tenderer stars,
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That burned on loves and deeds the darkest done,

Athwart the incestuous prisoner's bride-house bars
;

And thine, most highest of all their fires but one,

Our morning star, sole risen before the sun.

XXVI.

And one light risen since theirs to run such race

Thou, hast seen, O Phosphor, from thy pride of placa

Thou hast seen Shelley, him that was to thee

As light to fire or dawn to lightning ; me,

Me likewise, our brother, shalt thou see.

And I behold thee, face to glorious face ?

XXVII.

You twain the same swift year of manhood swept

Down the steep darkness, and our father wept.

And from the gleam of Apollonian tears

A holier aureole rounds your memories, kept

Most fervent-fresh of all the singing spheres.

And April-coloured through all months and years.
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XXVIII.

You twain fate spared not half your fiery span
;

The longer date fulfils the lesser man.

Ye from beyond the dark dividing date

Stand smiling, crowned as gods with foot on fate.

For stronger was your blessing than his ban,

And earliest whom he struck, he struck too late.

XXIX.

Yet love and loathing, faith and unfaith yet

Bind less to greater souls in unison.

And one desire that makes three spirits as one

Takes great and small as in one spiritual net

Woven out of hope toward what shall yet be done

Ere hate or love remember or forget.

XXX.

Woven out of faith and hope and love too great

To bear the bonds of life and death and fate

:
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Woven out of love and hope and faith too dear

To take the print of doubt and change and fear :

And interwoven with hnes of wrath and hate

Blood-red with soils of many a sanguine year.

XXXI.

Who cannot hate, can love not ; if he grieve,

His tears are barren as the unfruitful rain

That rears no harvest from the green sea's plain,

And as thorns crackling this man's laugh is vain.

Nor can belief touch, kindle, smite, reprieve

His heart who has not heart to disbelieve.

XXXII.

But you, most perfect in your hate and love.

Our great twin-spirited brethren
; you that stand

Head by head glittering, hand made fast in hand,

And underfoot the fang-drawn worm that strove

To wound you living ; from so far above.

Look love, not scorn, on ours that was your land.



IN THE BAY.

XXXIII.

For love we lack, and help and heat and light

To clothe us and to comfort us with might.

What help is ours to take or give ? but ye

—

O, more than sunrise to the blind cold sea,

That wailed aloud with all her waves all night,

Much more, being much more glorious, should you be.

XXXIV.

As fire to frost, as ease to toil, as dew

To flowerless fields, as sleep to slackening pain,

As hope to souls long weaned from hope again

Returning, or as blood revived anew

To dry-drawn limbs and every pulseless vein.

Even so toward us should no man be but you.

XXXV.

One rose before the sunrise was, and one

Before the sunset, lovelier than the sun.

23
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And now the heaven is dark and bright and loud

With wind and starry drift and moon and cloud,

And night's cry rings in straining sheet and shroud,

What help is ours if hope like yours be none ?

XXXVI.

O well-beloved, our brethren, if ye be.

Then are we not forsaken. This kind earth

Made fragrant once for all time with your birth,

And bright for all men with your love, and worth

The clasp and kiss and wedlock of the sea,

Were not your mother if not your brethren we.

XXXVII.

Because the days were dark with gods and kings

And in time's hand the old hours of time as rods,

When force and fear set hope and faith at odds,

Ye failed not nor abased your plume-plucked wings

,

And we that front not more disastrous things,

How should we fail in face of kings and gods ?
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XXXYIII.

For now the deep dense plumes of night are thinned

Surely with winnowing of the glimmering wind

Whose feet are fledged with morning ; and the breath

Begins in heaven that sings the dark to death.

And all the night wherein men groaned and sinned

Sickens at heart to hear what sundawn saith,

XXXIX.

O first-bom sons of hope and fairest, ye

Whose prows first clove the thought-unsounded sea

Whence all the dark dead centuries rose to bar

The spirit of man lest truth should ipake him free,

The sunrise and the sunset, seeing one star.

Take heart as we to know you that ye are.

XL.

Ye rise not and ye set not; we that say

Ye rise and set like hopes that set and rise
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Look yet but seaward from a land-locked bay
;

But where at last the sea's line is the sky's

And truth and hope one sunlight in your eyes,

No sunrise and no sunset marks their day.
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A FORSAKEN GARDEN.

In a coign of the cliff between lowland and highland,

At the sea-down's edge between windward and lee,

Walled round with rocks as an inland island,

The ghost of a garden fronts the sea.

A girdle of brushwood and thorn encloses

The steep square slope of the blossomless bed

Where the weeds that grew green from the graves of its

roses

Now lie dead.

The fields fall southward, abrupt and broken,

To the low last edge of the long lone land.

If a step should sound or a word be spoken,

Would a ghost not rise at the strange guest's hand ?
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So long have the grey bare walks lain guestless,

Through branches and briars if a man make way.

He shall find no life but the sea-wind's, restless

Night and day.

The dense hard passage is blind and stifled

That crawls by a track none turn to climb

To the strait waste place that the years have rifled

Of all but the thorns that are touched not of time.

The thorns he spares when the rose is taken
;

The rocks are left when he wastes the plain.

The wind that wanders, the weeds wind-shaken,

These remain.

Not a flower to be pressed of the foot that falls not

;

As the heart of a dead man the seed-plots are dry
;

From the thicket of thorns whence the nightingale calls

not.

Could she call, there were never a rose to reply.
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Over the meadows that blossom and wither

Rings but the note of a sea-bird's song

;

Only the sun and the rain come hither

All year long.

The sun bums sere and the rain dishevels

One gaunt bleak blossom of scentless breath.

Only the wind here hovers and revels

In a round where life seems barren as deatL

Here there was laughing of old, there was weeping,

Haply, of lovers none ever will know,

Whose eyes went seaward a hundred sleeping

Years ago.

Heart handfast in heart as they stood, ' Look thither,'

Did he whisper ? ' look forth from the flowers to the

sea
J

For the foam-flowers endure when the rose-blossoms

wither.

And men that love lightly may die—but we ?

'



30 A FORSAKEN GARDEN.

And the same wind sang and the same waves whitened,

And or ever the garden's last petals were shed,

In tlie lips that had whispered, the eyes that had lightened.

Love was dead.

Or they loved their life through, and then went whither ?

And were one to the end— but what end who knows ?

iJove deep as the sea as a rose must wither.

As the rose-red seaweed that mocks the rose.

Shall the dead take thought for the dead to love them ?

What love was ever as deep as a grave ?

They are loveless now as the grass above them

Or the wave.

All are at one now, roses and lovers.

Not known of the cliffs and the fields and the sea.

Not a breath of the time that has been hovers

In the air now soft with a summer to be.

Not a breath shall there sweeten the seasons hereafter

Of the flowers or the lovers that laugh now or weep.

When as they that are free now of weeping and laughter

We shall sleep.
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Here death may deal not again for ever

;

Here change may come not till all change end.

From the graves they have made they shall rise up never,

Who have left nought living to ravage and rend.

Earth, stones, and thorns of the wild ground growing,

While the sun and the rain live, these shall be
;

Till a last wind's breath upon all these blowing

Roll the sea.

Till the slow sea rise and the sheer cliff crumble.

Till terrace and meadow the deep gulfs drink.

Till the strength of the waves of the high tides humble

The fields that lessen, the rocks that shrink,

Here now in his triumph where all things falter,

Stretched out on the spoils that his own hand spread.

As a god self-slain on his own strange altar,

Death lies dead.
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This flower that smells of honey and the sea,

White laurustine, seems m my hand to be

A white star made of memory long ago

Lit in the heaven of dear times dead to ma

A star out of the skies love used to know

Here held in hand, a stray left yet to show

What flowers my heart was full of in the days

That are long since gone down dead memory's flow.

Dead memory that revives on doubtful ways,

Half hearkening what the buried season says

Out of the world of the unapparent dead

Where the lost Aprils are, and the lost Mays.
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Flower, once I knew thy star-white brethren bred

Nigh where the last of all the land made head

Against the sea, a keen-faced promontory,

Flowers on salt wind and sprinkled sea-dews fed.

Their hearts were glad of the free place's glory

;

The wind that sang them all his stormy story

Had talked all winter to the sleepless spray,

And as the sea's their hues were hard and hoary.

Like things bom of the sea and the bright day,

They laughed out at the years that could not slay,

Live sons and joyous of unquiet hours,

And stronger than all storms that range for prey.

And in the .close indomitable flowers

A keen-edged odour of the sun and showers

Was as the smell of the fresh honeycomb

Made sweet for mouths of none but paramours.

D
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Out of the hard green wall of leaves that clomb

They showed like windfalls of the snow-soft foam,

Or feathers from the weary south-wind's wing,

Fair as the spray that it came shoreward from.

And thou, as white, what word hast thou to bring ?

If my heart hearken, whereof wilt thou sing ?

For some sign surely thou too hast to bear.

Some word far south was taught thee of the spring.

White like a white rose, not like these that were

Taught of the wind's mouth and the winter air,

Poor tender thing of soft Italian bloom,

Where once thou grewest, what else for me grew there

Bom in what spring and on what city's tomb,

By whose hand wast thou reached, and plucked for

whom?

There hangs about thee, could the soul's sense tell,

An odour as of love and of love's doomj
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Of days more sweet than thou wast sweet to smell,

Of flower-soft thoughts that came to flower and fell,

Of loves that lived a lily's life and died.

Of dreams now dwelling where dead roses dwelL

O white birth of the golden mountain-side

That for the sun's love makes its bosom wide

At sunrise, and with all its woods and flowers

Takes in the morning to its heart of pride '

Thou hast a word of that one land of ours.

And of the fair town called of the Fair Towers,

A word for me of my San Gimignan,

A word of April's greenest-girdled hours.

Of the old breached walls whereon the wallflowers ran

Called of Saint Fina, breachless now of man.

Though time with soft feet break them stone by stone,

Who breaks dovra hour by hour his own reign's span.

D 2
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Of the old cliff overcome and overgrown

That all that flowerage clothed as flesh clothes bone,

That garment of acacias made for May,

Whereof here lies one vidtness overblown.

The fair brave trees with all their flowers at play,

How king-like they stood up into the day !

How sweet the day was with them, and the night

!

Such words of message have dead flowers to say.

This that the winter and the wind made bright,

And this that lived upon Italian light.

Before I throw them and these words away.

Who knows but I what memories too take flight ?
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AT A MONTH'S END.

The night last night was strange and shaken ;

More strange the change of you and me.

Once more, for the old love's love forsaken,

We went out once more toward the sea.

For the old love's love-sake dead and buried,

One last time, one more and no more,

We watched the waves set in, the serried

Spears of the tide storming the shore.

Hardly we saw the high moon hanging.

Heard hardly through the windy night

Far waters ringing, low reefs clanging.

Under wan skies and waste white light
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With chafe and change of surges chiming,

The clashing channels rocked and rang

Large music, wave to wild wave timing,

And all the choral water sang.

Faint lights fell this way, that way floated,

Quick sparks of sea-fire keen like eyes

From the rolled surf that flashed, and noted

Shores and faint cliffs and bays and skies.

The ghost of sea that shrank up sighing

At the sand's edge, a short sad breath

Trembling to touch the goal, and dying

With weak heart heaved up once in death-

The rustling sand and shingle shaken

With light sweet touches and small sound-

These could not move us, could not waken

Hearts to look forth, eyes to look round.
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Silent we went an hour together,

Under grey skies by waters white.

Our hearts were full of windy weather,

Clouds and blown stars and broken light.

Full of cold clouds and moonbeams drifted

And streaming storms and straying fires.

Our souls in us were stirred and shifted

By doubts and dreams and foiled desires.

Across, aslant, a scudding sea-mev.

Swam, dipped, and dropped, and grazed the sea

And one with me I could not dream you ;

And one with you I could not be.

As the white wing the white wave's fringes

Touched and slid over and flashed past

—

As a pale cloud a pale flame tinges

From .the moon's lowest hght and last

—
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As a star feels the sun and falters,

Touched to death by diviner eyes—

As on the old gods' untended altars

The old fire of withered worship dies

—

(Once only, once the shrine relighted

Sees the last fiery shadow shine,

Last shadow of flame and faith benighted,

Sees falter and flutter and fail the shrine)

So once with fiery breath and flying

Your winged heart touched mine and went,

And the swift spirits kissed, and sighing.

Sundered and smiled and were content

That only touch, that feeling only.

Enough we found, we found too much j

For the unlit shrine is hardly lonely

As one the old fire forgets to touch.
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Slight as the sea's sight of the sea-mew,

Slight as the sun's sight of the star :

Enough to show one must not deem you

For love's sake other than you are.

Who snares and tames with fear and danger

A bright beast of a fiery kin,

Only to mar, only to change her

Sleek supple soul and splendid skin ?

Easy with blows to mar and maim her,

Easy with bonds to bind and bruise

;

What profit, if she yield her tamer

The limbs to mar, the soul to lose ?

Best leave or take the perfect creature,

Take all she is or leave complete
;

Transmute you will not form or feature,

Change feet for wings or wings for feet
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Strange eyes, new limbs, can no man give her ;

Sweet is the sweet thing as it is.

No soul she hath, we see, to outlive her ;

Hath she for that no lips to kiss ?

So may one read his weird, and reason,

And with vain drugs assuage no pain.

For each man in his loving season

Fools and is fooled of these in vain.

Charms that allay not any longing.

Spells that appease not any grief.

Time brings us all by handfuls, wronging

All hurts with nothing of relief

Ah, too soon shot, the fool's bolt misses !

What help ? the world is full of loves

;

Night after night of runmng kisses.

Chirp after chirp of changing doves.
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Should Love disown or disesteem you

For loving one man more or less ?

You could not tame your light white sea-mew,

Nor I my sleek black pantheress.

For a new soul let whoso please pray,

We are what life made us, and shall be.

For you the jungle and me the sea-spray,

And south for you and north for me.

But this one broken foam-white feather

I throw you off the hither wing,

Splashed stiff with sea-scurf and salt weather,

This song for sleep to learn and sing

—

Sing in your ear when, daytime over,

You, couched at long length on hot sand

With some sleek sun-discoloured lover.

Wince from his breath as from a brand :
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Till the acrid hour aches out and ceases,

And the sheathed eyeball sleepier swims,

The deep flank smoothes its dimpling creases,

And passion loosens all the limbs

:

Till dreams of sharp grey north-sea weather

Fall faint upon your fiery sleep,

As on strange sands a strayed bird's feather

The wind may choose to lose or keep.

But I, who leave my queen of panthers,

As a tired honey-heavy bee

Gilt with sweet dust from gold-grained anthers

Leaves the rose-chalice, what for me ?

From the ardours of the chaliced centre.

From the amorous anthers' golden grinj^,

That scorch and smutch all wings that enter,

I fly forth hot from honey-time.
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But as to a bee's gilt thighs and winglets

The flower-dust with the flower-smell clings ;

As a snake's mobile rampant ringlets

Leave the sand marked with print of rings ;

So to my soul in surer fashion

Your savage stamp and savour hangs
;

The print and perfume of old passion,

The wild-beast mark of panther's fangs.
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SESTINA

I SAW my soul at rest upon a day

As a bird sleeping in the nest of night,

Among soft leaves that give the starlight way

To touch its wings but not its eyes with Hght ;

So that it knew as one in visions may,

And knew not as men waking, of delight.

This was the measure of my soul's delight

;

It had no 'power of joy to fly by day,

Nor part in the large lordship of the light

;

But in a secret moon-beholden way

Had all its will of dreams and pleasant night,

And all the love and Ufe that sleepers may.
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But such life's triumph as men waking may-

it might not have to feed its faint delight

Between the stars by night and sun by day,

Shut up with green leaves and a little light

;

Because its way was as a lost star's way,

A world's not wholly known of day or night.

All loves and dreams and sounds and gleams of night

Made it all music that such minstrels may,

And all they had they gave it of delight

;

But in the full face of the fire of day

What place shall be for any starry light,

What part of heaven in all the wide sun's way ?

Yet the soul woke not, sleeping by the way,

Watched as a nursling of the large-eyed night,

And sought no strength nor knowledge of the day,

Nor closer touch conclusive of delight.

Nor mightier joy nor truer than dreamers may.

Nor more of song than they, nor more of light.
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For who sleeps once and sees the secret light

Whereby sleep shows the soul a fairer way

Between the rise and rest of day and night,

Shall care no more to fare as all men may,

But be his place of pain or of delight.

There shall he dwell, beholding night as day.

Song, have thy day and take thy fill of light

Before the night be fallen across thy way ;

Sing while he may, man hath no long delight.
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From the depths of the green garden-close

Where the summer in darkness dozes

Till autumn pluck from his hand

An hour-glass that holds not a sand :

From the maze that a flower-belt encloses.

To the stones and sea-grass on the strand

How red was the reign of the roses

Over the rose-crowned land 1

The year of the rose is brief

;

From the first blade blown to the sheaf.

From the thin green leaf to the gold,

It has time to be sweet and grow old.

To triumph and leave not a leaf
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For witness in winter's sight

How lovers once in the light

Would mix their breath with its breath,

And its spirit was quenched not of night,

As love is subdued not of death.

In the red-rose land not a mile

Of the meadows from stile to stile,

Of the valleys from stream to stream.

But the air was a long sweet dream

And the earth was a sweet wide smile

Red-mouthed of a goddess, returned

From the sea which had borne her and burned,

That with one swift smile of her mouth

Looked full on the north as it yearned.

And the north was more than the south.

For the north, when winter was long.

In his heart had made him a song.
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And clothed it with wings of desire,

And shod it with shoon as of fire,

To carry the tale of his wrong

To the south-west wind by the sea,

That none might bear it but he

To the ear of the goddess unknown

Who waits till her time shall be

To take the world for a throne.

In the earth beneath, and above

In the heaven where her name is love.

She warms with light from her eyes

The seasons of life as they rise,

And her eyes are as eyes of a dove,

But the wings that lift her and bear

As an eagle's, and all her haii

As fire by the wind's breath curled,

And her passage is song through the air,

And her presence is spring through the world.
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So turned she northward and came,

And the white-thorn land was aflame

With the fires that were shed from her feet.

That the north, by her love made sweet,

Should be called by a rose-red name ;

And a murmur was heard as of doves,

And a music beginning of loves

In the light that the roses made.

Such light as the music loves,

The music of man with maid.

But the days drop one upon one,

Aud a chill soft wind is begun

In the heart of the roSe-red maze

That weeps for the roseleaf days

And the reign of the rose undone

That ruled so long in the light,

And by spirit, and not by sight.

Through the darkness thrilled with its breath,
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Still ruled in the viewless night,

As love might rule over death.

The time of lovers is brief

;

From the fair first joy to the grief

That tells when love is grown old,

From the warm wild kiss to the cold.

From the red to the white-rose leaf,

They have but a season to seem

As roseleaves lost on a stream

That part not and pass not apart

As a spirit from dream to dream.

As a sorrow from heart to heart.

From the bloom and the gloom that encloses

The death-bed of Love where he dozes

Till a relic be left not of sand

To the hour-glass that breaks in his hand
;
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From the change in the grey garden-closes

To the last stray grass of the strand,

A rain and ruin of roses

Over the red-rose land
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A WASTED VIGIL.

I.

CouLDST thou not watch with me one hour ? Behold,

Dawn skims the sea with flying feet of gold,

With sudden feet that graze the gradual sea

;

Couldst thou not watch with me ?

II.

What, not one hour ? for star by star the night

Falls, and her thousands world by world take flight
;

They die, and day survives, and what of thee ?

Couldst thou not watch with me ?

III.

Lo, far in heaven the web of night undone,

And on the sudden sea the gradual sun
;
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Wave to wave answers, tree responds to tree ;

Couldst thou not watch with me ?

IV.

Sunbeam by sunbeam creeps from line to line,

Foam by foam quickens on the brightening brine

;

Sail by sail passes, flower by flower gets free
;

Couldst thou not watch with me ?

V.

Last year, a brief while since, an age ago,

A whole year past, with bud and bloom and snow,

O moon that wast in heaven, what friends were we !

Couldst thou not watch with me ?

VI.

Old moons, and last year's flowers, and last year's snows

!

Who now saith to thee, moon ? or who saith, rose ?

dust and ashes, once found fair to see !

Couldst thou not watch with me ?
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VII.

O dust and ashes, once thought sweet to smell

!

With me it is not, is it with thee well ?

O sea-drift blown from windward back to lee !

Couldst thou not watch with me ?

VIII.

The old year's dead hands are full of their dead flowers,

The old days are full of dead old loves of ours,

Born as a rose, and briefer bom than she

;

Couldst thou not watch with me ?

IX.

Could two days live again of that dead yeai,

One would say, seeking us and passing here,

Where is she? and one answering, Where is hei

Couldst thou not watch with me ?
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Nay, those two lovers are not an)rn'here
;

If we were they, none knows us what we were,

Nor aught of all their barren grief and glee.

Couldst thou not watch with me ?

XI.

Half false, half fair, all feeble, be my verse

Upon thee not for blessing nor for curse

For some must stand, and some must fall or flee

;

Couldst thou not watch with me ?

XII.

As a new moon above spent stars thou wast

;

But stars endure after the moon is past

Couldst thou not watch one hour, though I watch three ?

Couldst thou not watch with me ?
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XIII.

What of the night? The night is full, the tide

Storms inland, the most ancient rocks divide
;

Yet some endure, and bow nor head nor knee ;

Couldst thou not watch with me?

XIV.

Since thou art not as these are, go thy ways ;

Thou hast no part in all my nights and days.

Lie still, sleep on, be glad—as such things be ;

Thou couldst not watch with me.



6o

THE COMPLAINT OF LISA.

(Double Sestina.)

Decameron, x. 7.

There is no woman living that draws breath

So sad as I, though all things sadden her.

There is not one upon life's weariest way

Who is weary as 1 am weary of all but death.

Toward whom I look as looks the sunflower

All day with all his whole soul toward the sun
;

While in the sun's sight I make moan all day,

And all night on my sleepless maiden bed

Weep and call out on death, O Love, and thee,

That thou or he would take me to the dead,

And know not what thing evil I have done

That life should lay such heavy hand on me.
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AlaSj Love, what is this thou wouldst with me ?

What honour shalt thou have to quench my breath,

Or what shall my heart broken profit thee ?

Love, O great god Love, what have I done.

That thou shouldst hunger so after my death ?

My heart is harmless as my life's first day :

Seek out some false fair woman, and plague her

Till her tears even as my tears fill her bed :

1 am the least flower in thy flowery way,

But till my time be come that I be dead

Let me live out my flower-time in the sun

Though my leaves shut before the sunflower.

O Love, Love, Love, the kingly sunflower !

Shall he the sun hath looked on look on me,

That live down here in shade, out of the sun.

Here living in the sorrow and shadow of death ?

Shall he that feeds his heart full of the day

Care to give mine eyes light, or my lips breath ?

Because she loves him shall my lord love her
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I

Who is as a worm in my lord's kingly way ?

I shall not see him or know him alive or dead
\;

But thou, I know thee, O Love, and pray to thee

That in brief while my brief life-days be done,

And the worm quickly make my marriage-bed.

For underground there is no sleepless bed :

But here since I beheld my sunflower

These eyes have slept not, seeing all night and day

His sunlike eyes, and face fronting the sun.

Wherefore if anywhere be any death,

I would fain find and fold him fast to me,

That I may sleep with the world's eldest dead,

With her that died seven centuries since, and her

That went last night down the night-wandering way.

For this is sleep indeed, when labour is done,

Without love, without dreams, and without breath.

And without thought, O name unnamed ! of thee.

Ah, but, forgetting all things, shall I thee ?

Wilt thou not be as now about my bed
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There underground as here before the sun ?

Shall not thy vision vex me alive and dead,

Thy moving vision without form or breath ?

I read long since the bitter tale of her

Who read the tale of Launcelot on a day,

And died, and had no quiet after death,

But was moved ever along a weary way.

Lost with her love in the underworld ; ah me,

O my king, O my lordly sunflower.

Would God to me too such a thing were done !

But if such sweet and bitter things be done,

Then, flying from life, I shall not fly from thee.

For in that living world without a sun

Thy vision will lay hold upon me dead.

And meet and mock me, and mar my peace in death.

Yet if being wroth God had such pity on her,

Who was a sinner and foolish in her day.

That even in hell they twain should breathe one breath,

Why should he not in some wise pity me ?

So if I sleep not in my soft strait bed
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I may look up and see my sunflower

As he the sun, in some divine strange way.

poor my heart, well knowest thou in what way

This sore sweet evil unto us was done.

For on a holy and a heavy day

1 was arisen out of my still small bed

To see the knights tilt, and one said to me

' The king,' and seeing him, somewhat stopped my breath,

And if the girl spake more, I heard not her,

For only I saw what I shall see when dead,

A kingly flower of knights, a sunflower,

That shone against the sunlight like the sun,

And like a fire, O heart, consuming thee.

The fire of love that lights the pyre of death.

Howbeit I shall not die an evil death

Who have loved in such a sad and sinless way,

That this my love, lord, was no shame to thee.

So when mine eyes are shut against the sun,
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O my soul's sun, O the world's sunflower,

Thou nor no man will quite despise me dead.

And dying I pray with all my low last breath

That thy whole life may be as was that day.

That feast-day that made trothplight death and me,

Giving the world light of thy great deeds done
;

And that fair face brightening thy bridal bed.

That God be good as God hath been to her.

That all things goodly and glad remain with her,

All things that make glad life and goodly death ;

That as a bee sucks from a sunflower

Honey, when summer draws delighted breath.

Her soul may drink of thy soul in like way.

And love make life a fruitful marriage-bed

Where day may bring forth fruits of joy to day

And night to night till days and nights be dead.

And as she gives light of her love to thee,

Give thou to her the old glory of days long done
;

F



66 THE COMPLAINT OF LISA.

And either give some heat of light to me,

To warm me where I sleep without the sun.

O sunflower made drunken with the sun,

O knight whose lady's heart draws thine to htr,

Great king, glad lover, I have a word to thee.

There is a weed lives out of the sun's way.

Hid from the heat deep in the meadow's bed,

That swoons and whitens at the wind's least breath

A flower star-shaped, that all a summer day

Will gaze her soul out on the sunflower

For very love till twilight finds her dead.

But the great sunflower heeds not her poor death,

Knows not when all her lovmg life is done ;

And so much knows my lord the king of me.

Aye, all day long he hag no eye for me
,

With golden eye following the golden sua

From rose-coloured to piirple-pillowed bed.

From birthplace to the flame-lit place of death.
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From eastern end to western of his way.

So mine eye follows thee, my sunflower,

So the white stai-flower turns and yearns to thee,

The sick weak weed, not well alive or dead,

Trod underfoot if any pass by her.

Pale, without colour of summer or summer breath

In the shrunk shuddering petals, that have done

No work but love, and die before the day.

But thou, to-day, to-morrow, and every day.

Be glad and great, O love whose love slays me.

Thy fervent flower made fruitful from the sun

Shall drop its golden seed in the world's way.

That all men thereof nourished shall praise thee

For grain and flower and fruit of works well done
;

Till thy shed seed, O shining sunflower,

Bring forth such growth of the world's garden-bed

As like the sun shall outlive age and death.

And yet I would thine heart had heed of her
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Who loves thee alive ; but not till she be dead.

Come, Love, then, quickly, and take her utmost breath.

Song, speak for me who am dumb as are the dead
;

From my sad bed of tears I send forth thee.

To fly all day from sun's birth to sun's death

Down the sun's way after the flying sun,

For love of her that gave thee wings and breath

Ere day be done, to seek the sunflower.
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FOR THE FEAST OF GIORDANO BRUNO,

PHILOSOPHER AND MARTYR.

I.

Son of the lightning and the light that glows

Beyond the lightning's or the morning's light,

Soul splendid with all-righteous love of right.

In whose keen fire all hopes and fears and woes

Were clean consumed, and from their ashes rose

Transfigured, and intolerable to sight

Save of purged eyes whose lids had cast oif night,

In love's and wisdom's likeness when they close.

Embracing, and between them truth stands fast.

Embraced of either ; thou whose feet were set

On EngHsh earth while this was England yet.

Our friend that art, our Sidney's friend that wast.

Heart hardier found and higher than all men's past,

Shall we not praise thee though thine own forget t
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II.

Xift up thy light on us and on thine own,

O soul whose spirit on earth was as a rod

To scourge off priests, a sword to pierce their God,

A staff for man's free thought to walk alone,

A. lamp to lead him far from shrine and throne

On ways untrodden where his fathers trod

Ere earth's heart withered at a high priest's nod

And all men's mouths that made not prayer made moan.

From bonds and torments and the ravening flame

Surely thy spirit of sense rose up to greet

Lucretius, where such only spirits meet,

And walk with him apart till Shelley came

To make the heaven of heavens more heavenly sweet

And mix with yours a third incorporate name.
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AVE ATQUE VALE.

IN MEMORY OF CHARLES BAUDELAIRE.

Nous devvions pourtant lui porter quelques fleurs
;

Les morts, les pauvres morts, ont de grarjdes douleurs,

Et quand Octobre souffle, emondeur des vieux arbres,

Son vent melancolique k I'entour de leurs marbres,

Certe, ils doivent trouver les vivants bien ingrate.

Les Fleurs du Mai.

I.

Shall I strew on thee rose or rue or laurel,

Brother, on this that was the veil of thee ?

Or quiet sea-flower moulded by the sea,

Or simplest growth of meadow-sweet or sorrel.

Such as the summer-sleepy Dryads weave.

Waked up by snow-soft sudden rains at eve ?

Or wilt thou rather, as on earth before,

Half-faded fiery blossoms, pale with heat

And full of bitter summer, but more sweet



72 AVE ATQUE VALE.

To thee than gleanings of a northern shore

Trod by no tropic feet ?

For always thee, the fervid languid glories

Allured of heavier suns in mightier skies ;

Thine ears knew all the wandering watery sighs

Where the sea sobs round Lesbian promontories,

The barren kiss of piteous wave to wave

That knows not where is that Leucadian grave

Which hides too deep the supreme head of song.

Ah, salt and sterile as her kisses were,

The wild sea winds her and the green gulfs beai

Hither and thither, and vex and work her wrong,

Blind gods that cannot spare.

III.

Thou sawest, in thine old singing season, brother, .

Secrets and sorrows unbeheld of us :

Fierce loves, and lovely leaf-buds poisonous.
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Bare to thy subtler eye, but for none other

Blowing by night in some unbreathed-in clime
;

The hidden harvest of luxurious time,

Sin without shape, and pleasure without speech
;

And where strange dreams in a tumultuous sleep

Make the shut eyes of stricken spirits weep ;

And with each face thou sawest the shadow on each,

Seeing as men sow men reap.

IV.

O sleepless heart and sombre soul unsleeping,

That were athirst for sleep and no more life

And no more love, for peace and no more strife !

Now the dim gods of death have in their keeping

Spirit and body and all the springs of song.

Is it well now where love can do no wrong,

Where stingless pleasure has no foam or fang

Behind the unopening closure of her lips ?

Is it not well where soul from body slips

And flesh from bone divides without a pang

As dew from flower-bell drips?
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V.

It is enough ; the end and the beginning

Are one thing to thee, who art past the end.

O hand unclasped of unbeholden friend,

For thee no fruits to pluck, no palms for winning.

No triumph and no labour and no lust.

Only dead yew-leaves and a little dust.

O quiet eyes wherein the light saith nought,

"Whereto the day is dumb, nor any night

With obscure finger silences your sight.

Nor in your speech the sudden soul speaks thoiignt.

Sleep, and have sleep for light.

VI.

Now all strange hours and all strange loves are over,

Dreams and desires and sombre songs and sweet,

Hast thou found place at the great knees and feet

Of some pale Titan-woman like a lover,

Such as thy vision here solicited.
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Under the shadow of her fair vast head,

The deep division of prodigious breasts,

The solemn slope of mighty limbs asleep.

The weight of awful tresses that still keep

The savour and shade of old-world pine-forests

AVhere the wet hill-winds weep ?

VII.

Hast thou found any likeness for thy vision?

O gardener of strange flowers, what bud, what bloom,

Hast thou found sown, what gathered in the gloom ?

What of despair, of rapture, of derision,

What of life is there, what of ill or good ?

Are the fruits grey like dust or bright like blood ?

Does the dim ground grow any seed of ours,

The faint fields quicken any terrene root.

In low lands where the sun and moon are mute

And all the stars keep silence ? Are there flowers

At all, or any fruit ?
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VIII.

Alas, but though my flying song flies after,

O sweet strange elder singer, thy more fleet

Singing, and footprints of thy fleeter feet,

Some dim derision of mysterious laughter

From the blind tongueless warders of the dead,

Some gainless glimpse of Proserpine's veiled head,

Some little sound of unregarded tears

Wept by efiaced unprofitable eyes.

And from pale mouths some cadence of dead sighs-

These only, these the hearkening spirit hears.

Sees only such things rise.

Thou art far too far for wings of words to follow,

Far too far off for thought or any prayer

What ails us with thee, who art wind and air ?

What ails us gazing where all seen is hollow ?

Yet with some fancy, yet with some desire.
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Dreams pursue death as winds a flying fire,

Our dreams pursue our dead and do not find.

Still, and more swift than they, the thin flame flies,

The low light fails us in elusive skies,

Still the foiled earnest ear is deaf, and blind

Are still the eluded eyes.

X.

Not thee, never thee, in all time's changes.

Not thee, but this the sound of thy sad soul.

The shadow of thy swift spirit, this shut scroll

I lay my hand on, and not death estranges

My spirit from communion of thy song

—

These memories and these melodies that throng

Veiled porches of a Muse funereal

—

These I salute, these touch, these clasp and told

As though a hand were in my hand to hold.

Or through mine ears a mourning musical

Of many mourners rolled-
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X.I.

I among these, I also, in such station

As when the pyre was charred, and piled the sods,

And offering to the dead made, and their gods.

The old mourners had, standing to make libation,

I stand, and to the gods and to the dead

Do reverence without prayer or praise, and shed

Offering to these unknown, the gods of gloom,

And what of honey and spice my seedlands bear,

And what I may of fruits in this chilled air.

And lay, Orestes-like, across the tomb

A curl of severed hair.

XII.

But by no hand nor any treason stricken,

Not like the low-lying head of Him, the King,

The flame that made of Troy a ruinous thing,

Thou liest and on this dust no tears could quicken
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There fall no tears like theirs that all men hear

Fall tear by sweet imperishable tear

Down the opening leaves of holy poets' pages.

Thee not Orestes, not Electra mourns
;

But bending us-ward with memorial urns

The most high Muses that fulfil all ages

Weep, and our God's heart yearns.

XIII.

For, sparing of his sacred strength, not often

Among us darkling here the lord of light

Makes manifest his music and his might

In hearts that open and in lips that soften

With the soft flame and heat of songs that shine

Thy lips indeed he touched with bitter wine,

And nourished them indeed with bitter bread
;

Yet surely from his hand thy soul's -food came,

The fire that scarred thy spirit at his flame

Was lighted, and thine hungering heart he fed

Who feeds our hearts with fame.
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XIV

Therefore he too now at thy soul's sunsetting,

God of all suns and songs, he too bends down

To mix his laurel with thy cypress crown.

And save thy dust from blame and from forgetting.

Therefore he too, seeing all thou wert and art,

Compassionate, with sad and sacred heart

Mourns thee of many his children the last dead.

And hallows with strange tears and alien sighs

Thine unmelodious mouth and sunless eyes,

And over thine irrevocable head

Sheds hght from the under skies.

XV.

And one weeps with him in the ways Lethean,

And stains with tears her changing bosom chiU

;

That obscure Venus of the hollow hill,

That thing transformed which was the Cjftherean,
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With lips that lost their Grecian laugh divine

Long since, and face no more called Erycine

;

A ghost, a bitter and luxurious god.

Thee also with fair flesh and singing spell

Did she, a sad and second prey, compel

Into the footless places once more trod,

And shadows hot from heU.

XVI.

And now no sacred staff shall break in .blossom,

No choral salutation lure to light

A spirit sick with perfume and sweet night

And love's tired eyes and hands and barren bosom.

There is no help for these things ; none to mend,

And none to mar ; not all our songs, O friend.

Will make death clear or make life durable.

Howbeit with rose and ivy and wild vine

And with wild notes about this dust of thine

At least I fill the place where white dreams dwell

And wreathe an unseen shrine.

G
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XVII.

Sleep ; and if life was bitter to thee, pardon,

If sweet, give thanks ; thou hast no more to live ;

And to give thanks is good, and to forgive.

Out of the mystic and the mournful garden

Where all day through thine hands in barren braid

Wove the sick flowers of secrecy and shade.

Green buds of sorrow and sin, and remnants grey,

Sweet-smelling, pale with poison, sanguine-hearted,

Passions that sprang from sleep and thoughts that

started,

Shall death not bring us aU as thee one day

Among the days departed ?

XVIII.

For thee, O now a silent soul, my brother,

Take at my hands this garland, and farewell

Thin is the leaf, and chill the wintry smell,

And chill the solemn earth, a fatal mother,
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With sadder than the Niobean womb,

And in the hollow of her breasts a tomb.

Content thee, howsoe'er, whose days are done
;

There lies not any troublous thing before,

Nor sight nor sound to war against thee morej

For whom all winds are quiet as the sun.

All vraters as the shore.

G 2
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ON THE DEATH OF THJEOPHILE GAUTIER.

Death, what hast thou to do with me ? So saith

Love, with eyes set against the face of Death
;

What have I done, O thou strong Death, to thee,

That mine own lips should wither from thy breath?

1 hough thou be blind as fire or as the sea.

Why should thy waves and storms make war on me?

Is it for hate thou hast to find me fair.

Or for desire to kiss, if it might be,

My very mouth of song, and kill me there ?

So with keen rains vexing his crownless hair,

With bright feet bruised from no delightful way,

Through darkness and the disenchanted air,
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Lost Love went weeping half a winter's day.

And the armfed wind that smote him seemed to say,

How shall the dew live when the dawn is fled,

Or wherefore should the Mayflower outlast May ?

Then Death took Love by the right hand and said.

Smiling : Come now and look upon thy dead.

But Love cast down the glories of his eyes,

And bowed down like a flower his flowerless head.

And Death spake, saying : What ails thee in such wise,

Being god, to shut thy sight up from the skies ?

If thou canst see not, hast thou ears to hear ?

Or is thy soul too as a leaf that dies ?

Even as he spake with fleshless lips of fear.

But soft as sleep sings in a tired man's ear.

Behold, the winter was not, and its might

Fell, and fruits broke forth of the barren year.
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And upon earth was largess of great light,

And moving music winged for worldwide flight,

And shapes and sounds of gods beheld and heard

And day's foot set upon the neck of night.

And with such song the hollow ways were stirred

As of a god's heart hidden in a bird.

Or as the whole soul of the sun in spring

Should find full utterance in one flower-soft word.

And all the season should break forth and sing

From one flower's lips, in one rose triumphing
;

Such breath and light of song as of a flame

Made ears and spirits of them that heard it ring.

And Love beholding knew not for the same

The shape that led him, nor in face lior name,

For he was bright and great of thews and fair.

And in Love's eyes he was not Death, but Fame.



MEMORIAL VERSES.
. 87

Not that grey ghost whose life is empty and bare

And his limbs moulded out of mortal air,

A cloud of change that shifts into a shower

And dies and leaves no light for time to wear :

But a god clothed with his own joy and power,

A god re-risen out of his mortal hour

Immortal, king and lord of time and space.

With eyes that look on them as from a tower.

And where he stood the pale sepulchral place

Bloomed, as new life might in a bloodless face,

And where men sorrowing came to seek a tomb

With funeral flowers and tears for grief and grace,

They saw with light as of a world in bloom

The portal of the House of Fame illume

The Ways of life wherein we toiling tread,

And watched the darkness as a brand consume.
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And through the gates where rule the deathless dead

The sound of a new singer's soul was shed

That sang among his kinsfolk, and a beam

Shot from the star on a new ruler's head.

A new star lighting the Lethean stream,

A new song mixed into the song supreme

Made of all souls of singers and their might.

That makes of life and time and death a dream.

Thy star, thy song, O soul that in our sight

Wast as a sun that made for man's delight

Flowers and all fruits in season, being so near

The sun-god's face, our god that gives us light.

To him of all gods that we love or fear

Thou among all men by thy name wast dear,

Dear to the god that gives us spirit of song

To bind and burn all hearts of men that hear.
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The god that makes men's words too sweet and strong

For life or time or death to do them wrong,

Who sealed with his thy spirit for a sign

And filled it with his breath thy whole Hfe long.

Who made thy moist lips fiery with new wine

Pressed from the grapes of song the sovereign vine,

And with all love of all things loveliest

Gave thy soul power to make them more divine.

That thou might'st breathe upon the breathless rest

Of marble, till the brows and Hps and breast

Felt fall from off them as a cancelled curse

That speechless sleep wherewith they lived opprest

Who gave thee strength and heat of spirit to pierce

All clouds of form and colour that disperse.

And leave the spirit of beauty to remould

In types of clean chryselephantine verse.
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Who gave thee words more golden than fine gold

To carve in shapes more glorious than of old,

And build thy songs up in the sight of time

As statues set in godhead manifold :

In sight and scorn of temporal change and clime

That meet the sun re-risen with refluent rhyme

—^As god to god might answer face to face

—

From lips whereon the morning strikes sublime.

Dear to the god, our god who gave thee place

Among the chosen of days, the royal race.

The lords of light, whose eyes of old and ears

Saw even on earth and heard him for a space.

There are the souls of those once mortal years

That wrought with fire of joy and light of tears

In words divine as deeds that grew thereof

Such music as he swoons with love who hears.
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There are the lives that lighten from above

Our under lives, the spheral souls that move

Through the ancient heaven of song-illumined aii

Whence we that hear them singing die with love.

There all the crowned Hellenic heads, and there

The old gods who made men godlike as they were.

The lyric lips wherefrom all songs take fire,

Live eyes, and light of Apollonian hair.

There, round the sovereign passion of that lyre

Which the stars hear and tremble with desire,

The ninefold light Pierian is made one

That here we see divided, and aspire,

Seeing, after this or that crown to be won

;

But where they hear the singing of the sun.

All form, all sound, all colour, and all thought

Are as one body and soul in unison.
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There the song sung shines as a picture wrought,

The painted mouths sing that on earth say nought,

The carven limbs have sense of blood and growth

And large-eyed life that seeks nor lacks not aught.

There all the music of thy living mouth

Lives, and all loves wrought of thine hand in youth

And bound about the breasts and brows with gold

And coloured pale or dusk from north or south.

Fair living things made to thy will of old,

Born of thy lips, no births of mortal mould,

That in the world of song about thee wait

Where thought and truth are one and manifold.

Within the graven lintels of the gate

That here divides our vision and our fate,

The dreams we walk in and the truths of sleep,

All sense and spirit have life inseparate.
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There what one thinks, is his to grasp and keep

;

There are no dreams, but very joys to reap,

No foiled desires that die before delight,

No fears to see across our joys and weep.

There hast thou all thy will of thought and sight,

All hope for harvest, and all heaven for flight

;

The sunrise of whose golden-mouthed glad head

To paler songless ghosts was heat and light.

Here where the sunset of our year is red

Men think of thee as of the summer dead.

Gone forth before the snows, before thy day,

With unshod feet, with brows unchapleted.

Couldst thou not wait till age had wound, they say.

Round those wreathed brows his softwhite blossoms? Nay,

Why shouldst thou vex thy soul with this harsh air,

Thy bright-winged soul, once free to take its way ?
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Nor for men's reverence hadst thou need to wear

The holy flower of grey time-hallowed hair

;

Nor were it fit that aught of thee grew old,

Fair lover all thy days of all things fair.

And hear we not thy words of molten gold

Singing ? or is their light and heat acold

Whereat men wanned their spirits ? Nay, for all

These yet are with us, ours to hear and hold.

The lovely laughter, the clear tears, the call

Of love to love on ways where shadows fall,

Through doors of dim division and disguise.

And music made of doubts unmusical

;

The love that caught strange light from death's own eyes,'

And filled death's lips with fiery words and sighs,

And half asleep let feed from veins of his

Her close red wai-m snake's mouth, Egyptian-wise ;

' La Morte Amoureuse.
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And that great night of love more strange than this,'

When she that made the whole world's bale and bliss

Made king of all the world's desire a slave,

And killed him in mid kingdom with a kiss

;

Veiled loves that shifted shapes and shafts, and gave,^

Laughing, strange gifts to hands that durst not crave,

Flowers double-blossomed, fruits of scent and hue

Sweet as the bride-bed, stranger than the grave ;

All joys and wonders of old lives and new

That ever in love's shine or shadow grew,

And all the grief whereof he dreams and grieves,

And all sweet roots fed on his light and dew

;

All these through thee our spirit of sense perceives.

As threads in the unseen woof thy music weaves,

Birds caught and snared that fill our ears with thee.

Bay-blossoms in thy wreath of brow-bound leaves.

' Une Nuit de CUop&tre. * Mademoiselle de Maiipin.
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Mixed with the masque of death's old comedy

Though thou too pass, have here our flowers, that we

For all the flowers thou gav'st upon thee shed.

And pass not crownless to Persephone.

Blue lotus-blooms and white and rosy-red

We wind with poppies for thy silent head,

And on this margin of the sundering sea

Leave thy sweet light to rise upon the dead.
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SONNET.

(with a copy of mademoiselle de maupin.)

This is the golden book of spirit and sense,

The holy writ of beauty ; he that wrought

Made it with dreams and faultless words and thought

That seeks and finds and loses in the dense

Dim air of life that beauty's excellence

Wherewith love makes one hour of life distraught

And all hours after follow and find not aught.

Here is that height of all love's eminence

Where man may breathe but for a breathing-space

And feel his soul burn as an altar-fire

To the unknown God of unachieved desire,

And from the middle mystery of the place

Watch lights that break, hear sounds as of a quire,

But see not twice unveiled the veiled God's face.

H
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AGE AND SONG.

(TO BARRY CORNWALL.)

I.

In vain men tell us time can alter

Old loves or make old memories falter,

That with the old year the old year's life closes.

The old dew still falls on the old sweet flowers,

The old sun revives the new-fledged hours,

The old summer rears the new-born roses.

Much more a Muse that bears upon her

Raiment and wreath and flower of honour,

Gathered long since and long since woven.

Fades not or falls as fall the vernal

Blossoms that bear no fruit eternal.

By summer or winter charred or cloven.
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III.

No time casts down, no time upraises,

Such loves, such memories, and such praises,

As need no grace of sun or shower,

.

No saving screen from frost or thunder,

To tend and house around and under

The imperishable and fearless flower.

IV.

Old thanks, old thoughts, old aspirations,

Outlive men's lives and lives of nations.

Dead, but for one thing which survives

—

The inalienable and unpriced treasure,

The old joy of power, the old pride of pleasure,

That lives in light above men's fives.
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IN MEMORY OF BARRY CORNWALL.

(October 4, 1874.)

I,

In the garden of death, where the singers whose names

are deathless

One with another make music unheard of men,

Where the dead sweet roses fade not of lips long breath-

less.

And the fair eyes shine that shall weep not or change

again.

Who comes now crowned with the blossom of snow-white

years ?

What music is this that the world of the dead men hears?

II.

Beloved of men, whose words on our lips were honey,

^Vhose name in our ears and our fathers' ears was sweet,
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Like summer gone forth of the land his songs made sunny,

To the beautiful veiled bright world where the glad

ghosts meet,

Child, father, bridegroom and bride, and anguish and

rest.

No soul shall pass of a singer than this more blest.

III.

Blest for the years' sweet sake that were filled and

brightened,

As a forest with birds, with the fruit and the flower of

his song

;

For the souls' sake blest that heard, and their cares were

lightened,

For the hearts' sake blest that have fostered his name

so long

;

By the living and dead lips blest that have loved his name.

And clothed with their praise and crowned with their

love for fame.
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IV.

All, fair and fragrant his fame as flowers that close not,

I'hat shrink not by day for heat or for cold by night,

As a thought in the heart shall increase when the heart's

self knows not,

Shall endure in our ears as a sound, in our eyes as a

light

;

Shall wax with the years that wane and the seasons' chime,

As a white rose thornless that grows in the garden of time.

V.

The same year calls, and one goes hence with another.

And men sit sad that were glad for their sweet songs'

sake
;

The same year beckons, and elder with younger brother

Takes mutely the cup from his hand that we all shall

take.'

They pass ere the leaves be past or the snows be come

;

And the birds are loud, but the lips that outsang them

dumb.

' Sydney Dobdl died August 22, i87<.
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VI.

Time takes them home that we loved, fair names and

famous,

To the soft long sleep, to the broad sweet bosom of

death

;

But the flower of their souls he shall take not away to

shame us.

Nor the lips lack song for ever that now lack breath.

For with us shall the music and perfume that die not

dwell,

Though the dead to our dead bid welcome, and we fare-

well.
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EPICEDE.

(James Lorimer Graham died at Florence, April 30, 1876.)

Life may give for love to death

Little ; what are life's gifts worth

To the dead wrapt round with earth ?

Yet from lips of living breath

Sighs or words we are fain to give,

All that yet, while yet we live.

Life may give for love to death.

Dead so long before his day,

Passed out of the Italian sun

To the dark where all is done,

Fallen upon the verge of May
;
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Here at life's and April's end

How should song salute my friend

Dead so long before his day ?

Not a kindlier life or sweeter

Time, that lights and quenches men,

Now may quench or light again,

Mingling with the mystic metre

Woven of all men's lives with his

Not a clearer note than this,

Not a kindlier life or sweeter.

In this heavenliest part of earth

He that living loved the light,

Light and song, may rest aright,

One in death, if strange in birth,

With the deathless dead that make

Life the lovelier for their sake

In this heavenliest part of earth.



io6 EPICEDE.

Light, and song, and sleep at last

—

Struggling hands and suppliant knees

Get no goodlier gift than these.

Song that holds remembrance fast,

Light that lightens death, attend

Round their graves who have to friend

Light, and song, and sleep at last
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TO VICTOR HUGO.

He had no children, who for love of men,

Being God, endured of Gods such things as thou,

Father ; nor on his thunder-beaten brow-

Fell such a woe as bows thine head again.

Twice bowed before, though godlike, in man's ken.

And seen too high for any stroke to bow

Save this of some strange God's that bends it now

The third time with such weight as bruised it then.

Fain would grief speak, fain utter for love's sake

Some word ; but comfort who might bid thee take ?

What God in your own tongue shall talk with thee.

Showing how all souls that look upon the sun

Shall be for thee one spirit and thy son.

And thy soul's child the soul of man to te ?

January 3, 1876.
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INFERTAE.

Spring, and the light and sound of things on earth

Requickening, all within our green sea's girth
;

A time of passage or a time of birth

Fourscore years since as this year, first and last.

The sun is all about the world we see,

The breath and strength of very spring ; and we

Live, love, and feed on our own hearts ; but he

Whose heart fed mine has passed into the past.

Past, all things born with sense and blood and breath
;

The flesh hears nought that now the spirit saith.

If death be like as birth and birth as death,

The first was fair—more fair should be the last.
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Fourscore years since, and come but one month more

The count were perfect of his mortal score

Whose sail went seaward yesterday from shore

To cross the last of many an unsailed sea.

1jght, love and labour up to life's last height,

These three were stars unsetting in his sight

;

Even as the sun is life and heat and light

And sets not nor is dark when dark are we.

The life, the spirit, and the work were one

That here—ah, who shall say, that here are done ?

Not I, that know not ; father, not thy son,

For all the darkness of the night and sea.

March 5, 1877.
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A BIRTH-SONG.

(For Olivia Frances Madox Rossetti, bom September 20, 1875,)

Out of the dark sweet sleep

Where no dreams laugh or weep

Borne through bright gates of birth

Into the dim sweet light

Where day still dreams of night

While heaven takes form on earth.

White rose of spirit and flesh, red lily of love,

What note of song have we

Fit for the birds and thee.

Fair nestling couched beneath the mother-dove ?

Nay, in some more divine

Small speechless song of thine
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Some news too good for words,

Heart-hushed and smiling, we

Might hope to have of thee.

The youngest of God's birds,

If thy sweet sense might mix itself with ours,

If ours might understand

The language of thy land,

Ere thine become the tongue of mortal hours ;

Ere thy lips learn too soon

Their soft first human tune,

Sweet, but less sweet than now,

And thy raised eyes to read

Glad and good things indeed,

But none so sweet as thou :

Ere thought lift up their flower-soft lids to see

What life and love on earth

Bring thee for gifts at birth,

But none so good as thine who hast given us thee :



12 A BIRTH-SONG.

Now, ere thy sense forget

The heaven that fills it yet,

Now, sleeping or awake,

If thou couldst tell, or we

Ask and be heard of thee,

For love's undying sake,

From thy dumb lips divine and bright mute speech

Such news might touch our ear

That then would bum to hear

Too high a message now for man's to reach.

Ere the gold hair of corn

Had withered wast thou bom,

To make the good time glad

;

The time that but last year

Fell colder than a tear

On hearts and hopes turned sad,

High hopes and hearts requickening in thy dawn,

Even theirs whose hfe-springs, child.
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Filled thine with life and smiled,

But then wept blood for half their own withdrawn."

If death and birth be one,

And set with rise of sun,

And truth with dreams divine.

Some word might come with thee

From over the still sea

Deep hid in shade or shine,

Crossed by the crossing sails of death and birth,

Word of some sweet new thing

Fit for such lips to bring.

Some word of love, some afterthought of earth.

If love be strong as death.

By what so natural breath

As thine could this be said ?

By what so lovely way

Could love send word to say

He lives and is not dead ?

' Oliver Madox Brown died November 5, 1874, in hi« twentieth

year.



114 A^ BIRTH-SONG.

Such word alone were fit for only thee,

If his and thine have met

Where spirits rise and set,

His whoni we see not, thine whom scarce we see ;

His there new-bom, as thou

New-born among us now ;

His, here so fruitful-souled,

Now veiled and silent here.

Now dumb as thou last year,

A ghost of one year old :

If lights that change their sphere in changing meet,

Some ray might his not give

To thine who wast to live,

And make thy present with his past life sweet ?

Let dreams that laugh or weep,

All glad and sad dreams, sleep
;

Truth more than dreams is dear.
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Let thoughts that change and fly,

Sweet thoughts and swift, go by
;

More than all thought is here.

More than all hope can forge or memory feign

The life that in our eyes,

Made out of love's life, lies,

And flower-like fed with love for sun and rain.

Twice royal in its root

The sweet small olive-shoot

Here set in sacred earth
;

Twice dowered with glorious grace

From either heaven-born race

First blended in its birth
;

Fair God or Genius of so fair an hour,

For love of either name

Twice crowned, with love and fame.

Guard and be gracious to the fair-named flower.

October 19, 1S75.
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EX-VOTO.

When their last hour shall rise

Pale on these mortal eyes,

Herself like one that dies,

And kiss me dying

The cold last kiss, and fold

Close round my limbs her cold

Soft shade as raiment rolled

And leave them lying.

If aught my soul would say

Might move to hear me pray

The birth-god of my day

That he might hearken.

This grace my heart should crave,
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To find no landward grave

That worldly springs make brave,

World's winters darken,

Nor grow through gradual hours

The cold blind seed of flowers

Made by new beams and showers

From limbs that moulder,

Nor take my part with earth.

But find for death's new birth

A bed of larger girth.

More chaste and colder.

Not earth's for spring and fall.

Not earth's at heart, not all

Earth's making, though men call

Earth only mother,

Not hers at heart she bare

Me, but thy child, O fair

Sea, and thy brother's care.

The wind thy brother.
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Yours was I born, and ye,

The sea-wind and the sea.

Made all my soul in me

A song for ever,

A harp to string and smite

For love's sake of the bright

Wind and the sea's delight,

To fail them never :

Not while on this side death

I hear what either saith

And drink of cither's breath

With heart's thanksgiving

That in my veins like wine

Some sharp salt blood of thine.

Some springtide pulse of brine,

Yet leaps up living.

When thy salt lips wellnigh

Sucked in my mouth's last sigh.

Grudged I so much to die
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This death as others ?

Was it no ease to think

The chalice from whose brink

Fate gave me death to drink

Was thine—my mother's ?

Thee too, the all-fostering earth,

Fair as thy fairest birth,

More than thy worthiest worth,

We call, we know thee,

More sweet and just and dread

Than live men highest of head

Or even thy holiest dead

Laid low below thee.

The sunbeam on the sheaf,

The dewfall on the leaf.

All joy, all grace, all grief,

Are thine for giving
;
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Of thee our loves are bom,

Our lives and loves, that mourn

And triumph ; tares with corn,

Dead seed with living :

All good and ill things done

In eyeshot of the sun

At last in thee made one

Rest well contented

;

All words of all man's breath

And works he doth or saith,

All wholly done to death,

None long lamented.

A slave to sons of thee.

Thou, seeming, yet art free ;

But who shall make the sea

Serve even in seeming ?

What plough shall bid it bear

Seed to the sun and the air.

Fruit for thy strong sons' fare.

Fresh wine's foam streaming i



EX-VOTO. 121

What oldworld son of thine,

Made drunk with death as wine,

Hath drunk the bright sea's brine

With lips of laughter ?

Thy blood they drink ; but he

Who hath drunken of the sea

Once deeplier than of thee

Shall drink not after.

Of thee thy sons of men

Drink deep, and thirst again
;

For wine in feasts, and then

In fields for slaughter ;

But thirst shall touch not him

Who hath felt with sense grown dim

Rise, covering lip and limb.

The wan sea's water.

All fire of thirst that aches

The salt sea cools and slakes

More than all springs or lakes,
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Freshets or shallows

;

Wells where no beam can bum

Through frondage of the fern

That hides from hart and hern

The haunt it hallows.

Peace with all graves on earth

For death or sleep or birth

Be alway, one in worth

One with another

;

But when my time shall be,

O mother, O my sea,

Alive or dead, take mc

Me too, my mother.
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A BALLAD OF DREAMLAND.

I HID my heart in a nest of roses,

Out of the sun's way, hidden apart

;

In a softer bed than the soft white snow's is,

Under the roses I hid my heart.

Why would it sleep not ? why should it start.

When never a leaf of the rose-tree stirred?

What made sleep flutter his wings and part ?

Only the song of a secret bird.

Lie still, I said, for the wind's wing closes.

And mild leaves mufHe the keen sun's dart

;

Lie still, for the wind on the warm sea dozes.

And the wind is unquieter yet than thou art.

Does a thought in thee still as a thorn's wound smart ?
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Does the fang still fret thee of hope deferred ?

What bids the lids of thy sleep dispart ?

Only the song of a secret bird.

The green land's name that a charm encloses,

It never was writ in the traveller's chart,

And sweet on its trees as the fruit that grows is.

It never was sold in the merchant's mart.

The swallows of dreams through its dim fields dart,

And sleep's are the tunes in its tree-tops heard

;

No hound's note wakens the wildwood hart.

Only the song of a secret bird.

ENVOI.

In the world of dreams I have chosen my part.

To sleep for a season and hear no word

Of true love's truth or of light love's art,

Only the song of a secret bird.
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CYRIL TOURNEUR.

A SEA that heaves with horror of the night.

As maddened by the moon that hangs aghast

With strain and torment of the ravening blast,

Haggard as hell, a bleak blind bloody light

;

No shore but one red reef of rock in sight,

Whereon the waifs of many a wreck were cast

And shattered in the fierce nights overpast

Wherein more souls toward hell than heaven took flight

;

And 'twixt the shark-toothed rocks and swallowing shoals

A cry as out of hell from all these souls

Sent through the sheer gorge of the slaughtering sea,

Whose thousand throats, full-fed with life by death,

Fill the black air with foam and furious breath
;

And over all these one star—Chastity.
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A BALLAD OF FRAN<^OIS VILLON,

PRINCE OF ALL BALLAD-MAKERS.

Bird of the bitter bright grey golden morn

Scarce risen upon the dusk of dolorous years,

First of us all and sweetest singer born

Whose far shrill note the world of new men hears

Cleave the cold shuddering shade as twiUght clears

;

When song new-born put off the old world's attire

And felt its tune on her changed lips expire,

Writ foremost on the roll of them that came

Fresh girt for service of the latter lyre,

Villon, our sad bad glad mad brother's name !
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Alas the joy, the sorrow, and the scorn,

That clothed thy life with hopes and sins and fears,

And gave thee stones for bread and tares for corn

And plume-plucked gaol-birds for thy starvelinsj

peers

Till death dipt close their flight with shameful shears

;

Till shifts came short and loves were hard to hire,

When lilt of song nor twitch of twangling wire

Could buy thee bread or kisses ; when light fame

Spurned like a ball and haled through brake and briar,

Villnn, our sad bad glad mad brother's name

!

Poor splendid wings so frayed and soiled and torn

!

Poor kind wild eyes so dashed with light quick

tears !

Poor perfect voice, most bHthe when most forlorn,

That rings athwart the sea whence no man steers

Like joy-bells crossed with death-bells in our ears !

What far delight has cooled the fierce desire

That like some ravenous bird was strong to tire
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On that frail flesh and soul consumed with flame,

But left more sweet than roses to respire,

Villon, our sad bad glad mad brother's name ?

ENVOI.

Prince of sweet songs made out of tears and fire,

A harlot was thy nurse, a God thy sire

;

Shame soiled thy song, and song assoiled thy shame.

But from thy feet now death has washed the mire,

Love reads out first at head of all our quire,

Villon, our sad bad glad mad brother's name.
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PASTICHE.

Now the days are all gone over

Of our singing, love by lover,

Days of summer-coloured seas

Blown adrift through beam and breeze.

Now the nights are all past over

Of our dreaming, dreams that hover

In a mist of fair false things,

Nights afloat on wide wan wings.

Now the loves with faith for mother,

Now the fears with hope for brother,

Scarce are with us as strange words,

Notes from songs of last year's birds.

K
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Now all good that comes or goes is

As the smell of last year's roses,

As the radiance in our eyes

Shot from summer's ere he dies.

Now the morning faintlier risen

Seems no God come forth of prison,

But a bird of plume-plucked wing,

Pale with thoughts of evening.

Now hath hope, outraced in running.

Given the torch up of his cunning

And the palm he thought to wear

Even to his own strong child—despaif



'31

BEFORE SUNSET.

In the lower lands of day

On the hither side of night,

There is nothing that will stay,

There are all things soft to sight

;

Lighted shade and shadowy light

In the wayside and the way,

Hours the sun has spared to smite.

Flowers the rain has left to play.

Shall these hours run down and say

No good thing of thee and me ?

Time that made us and will slay

Laughs at love in me and thee ;

K2
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But if here the flowers may see

One whole hour of amorous breath,

Time shall die, and love shall be

Lord as time was over death.
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SONG.

Love laid his sleepless head

On a thorny rosy bed ;

And his eyes with tears were red,

And pale his lips as the dead.

And fear and sorrow and scorn

Kept watch by his head forlorn,

Till the night was overworn

And the world was merry with mom,

And Joy came up with the day

And kissed Love's lips as he lay,

And the watchers ghostly and grey

Sped from his pillow away.
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And his eyes as the dawn grew bright,

And his lips waxed ruddy as light

:

Sorrow may reign for a night,

But day shall bring back delight
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A VISION OF SPUING IN WINTER.

I.

O TENDER time that love thinks long to see,

Sweet foot of spring that with her footfall sows

Late snowlike flowery leavings of the snows,

Be not too long irresolute to be
;

mother-month, where have they hidden thee ?

Out of the pale time of the flowerless rose

1 reach my heart out toward the springtime lands,

I stretch my spirit forth to the fair hours,

The purplest of the prime
;

1 lean my soul down over them, with hands

Made wide to take the ghostly growths of flowers

;

I send my love back to the lovely time.
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II.

Where has the greenwood hid thy gracious head ?

Veiled with what visions while the grey world grieves,

Or muffled with what shadows of green leaves,

What warm intangible green shadows spread

To sweeten the sweet twilight for thy bed ?

What sleep enchants thee ? what delight deceives ?

Where the deep dreamlike dew before the dawn

Feels not the fingers of the sunlight yet

Its silver web unweave,

Thy footless ghost on some unfooted lawn

Whose air the unrisen sunbeams fear to fret

Lives a ghost's life of daylong dawn and eve.

Sunrise it sees not, neither set of star,

Large nightfall, nor imperial plenilune,

Nor strong sweet shape of the full-breasted noon
;

But where the silver-sandalled shadows are,
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Too soft for arrows of the sun to mar,

Moves with the mild gait of an ungrown moon :

Hard overhead the half-lit crescent swims,

The tender-coloured night draws hardly breath,

The light is listening
;

They watch the dawn of slender-shapen limbs,

Virginal, born again of doubtful death.

Chill foster-father of the weanling spring.

IV,

As sweet desire of day before the day,

As dreams of love before the true love born,

From the outer edge of winter overworn

The ghost arisen of May before the May

Takes through dim air her unawakened way.

The gracious ghost of morning risen ere mom.

With little unblown breasts and child-eyed looks

Following, the very maid, the girl-child spring,

Lifts windward her bright brows,

Dips her light feet in warm and moving brooks,
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And kindles with her own mouth's colouring

The fearful firstlings of the plumeless boughs.

I seek thee sleeping, and awhile I see,

Fair face that art not, how thy maiden breatn

Shall put at last the deadly days to death

And fill the fields and fire the woods with thee

And seaward hollows where my feet would be

When heaven shall hear the word that April saith

To change the cold heart of the weary time,

To stir and soften all the time to tears.

Tears joyfuller than mirth
;

As even to May's clear height the young days climb

With feet not swifter than those fair first years

Whose flowers revive not with thy flowers dn earth

VI.

I would not bid thee, though I might, give back

One good thing youth has given and borne away ;

I crave not any comfort of the day
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That is not, nor on time's retrodden track

Would turn to meet the white-robed hours or black

That long since left me on their mortal way;

Nor light nor love that has been, nor the breath

That comes with morning from the sun to be

And sets light hope on fire
;

No fruit, no flower thought once too fair for death,

No flower nor hour once fallen from life's green tree,

No leaf once plucked or once fulfilled desire.

VII.

The morning song beneath the stars that fled

With twilight through the moonless mountain air.

While youth with burning lips and wreathless hair

Sang toward the sun that was to crown his head,

Rising ; the hopes that triumphed and fell dead,

The sweet swift eyes and songs of hours that were
;

These may'st thou not give back for ever ; these.

As at the sea's heart all her wrecks lie waste.
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Lie deeper than the sea

;

But flowers thou may'st, and winds, and hours of ease,

And all its April to the world thou may'st

Oive back, and half my April back to me.
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CHORIAMBICS.

Love, what ailed thee to leave life that was made lovely,

we thought, with love ?

What sweet visions of sleep lured thee away, down from

the light above ?

What strange faces of dreams, voices that called, hands

that were raised to wave,

Lured or led thee, alas, out of the sun, down to the sun-

less grave ?

Ah, thy luminous eyes ! once was their light fed with the

fire of day

;

Now their shadowy lids cover them close, hush them

and hide away.
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Ah, thy snow-coloured hands ! once were they chains,

mighty to bind me fast

;

Now no blood in them bums, mindless of love, senseless

of passion past.

Ah, thy beautiful hair ! so was it once braided for me,

for me

;

Now for death is it crowned, only for death, lover and

lord of thee.

Sweet, the kisses of death set on thy lips, colder are they

than mine

;

Colder surely than past kisses that love poured for thy

lips as wine.

Lov'st thou death? is his face fairer than love's, brighter

to look upon ?

Seest thou light in his eyes, light by which love's pales and

is overshone ?
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Lo the roses of death, grey as the dust, chiller of leaf

than snow !

Why let fall from thy hand love's that were thine, roses

that loved thee so ?

Large red lilies of love, sceptral and tall, lovely for eyes

to see

;

Thomless blossom of love, full of the sun, fruits that were

reared for thee.

Now death's poppies alone circle thy hair, girdle thy

breasts as white

;

Bloodless blossoms of death, leaves that have sprung

never against the light.

Nay then, sleep if thou wilt ; love is content ; what

should he do to weep ?

Sweet was love to thee once ; now in thine eyes sweeter

than love is sleep.
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AT PARTING.

For a day and a night Love sang to us, played with us,

Folded us round from the dark and the light

;

And our hearts were fulfilled of the music he made with us,

Made with our hearts and our lips while he stayed with us,

Stayed in mid passage his pinions from flight

For a day and a night.

From his foes that kept watch with his wings had he

hidden us,

Covered us close from the eyes that would smite.

From the feet that had tracked and the tongues that had

chidden us

Sheltering in shade of the myrtles forbidden us

Spirit and flesh growing one with delight

For a day and a night
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But his wings will not rest and his feet ivill not stay for us '.

Morning is here in the joy of its might

;

With his breath has he sweetened a night and a day for us

;

Now let him pass, and the myrtles make way for us ;

Love can but last in us here at his height

For a day and a night.
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A SONG IN SEASON.

1

Thou whose beauty

Knows no duty-

Due to love that moves thee never

;

Thou whose mercies

Are men's curses,

And thy smile a scourge for ever

;

II.

Thou that givest

Death and livest

On the death of thy sweet giving

;

Thou that sparest

Not nor carest

Though thy scorn leave no love living

;
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III.

ITiou whose rootless

Flower is fruitless

As the pride its heart encloses,

But thine eyes are

As May skies are,

And thy words like spoken roses ;

IV.

Thou whose grace is

In men's faces

Fierce and wayward as thy will is j

Thou whose peerless

Eyes are tearless,

And thy thoughts as cold sweet lilies

;

V.

Thou that takest

Hearts and makest

L2
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Wrecks of loves to strew behind thee,

Whom the swallow

Sure should follow,

Finding summer where we find thee ;

VI.

Thou that wakest

Hearts and breakest,

And thy broken hearts forgive thee,

That wilt make no

Pause and take no

Gift that love for love might give thee

;

VII.

Thou that biudest

Eyes and blindest,

Serving worst who served thee longest

;

Thou that speakest,

And the weakest

Heart is his that was the strongest

;
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VIII.

Take in season

Thought with reason

;

Think what gifts are ours for giving

;

Hear what beauty-

Owes of duty

To the love that keeps it living.

IX.

Dust that covers

Long dead lovers

Song blows off with breath that brightens

;

At its flashes

Their white ashes

Burst in bloom that lives and lightens.

X.

Had they bent not

Head or lent not
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Ear to love and amorous duties,

Song had never

Saved for ever,

Love, the least of all their beauties.

XI.

All the golden

Names of olden

Women yet by men's love cherished,

All our dearest

Thoughts hold nearest,

Had they loved not, all had perished

XII.

If no fruit is

Of thy beauties.

Tell me yet, since none may win them,

What and wherefore

Love should care for

Of all good things hidden in them ?
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XIII.

Pain for profit

Comes but of it,

If the lips that lure their lover's

Hold no treasure

Past the measure

Of the lightest hour that hovers.

XIV,

If they give not

Or forgive not

Gifts or thefts for grace or guerdon,

Love that misses

Fruit of kisses

Long will bear no thankless burden.

XV.

If they care not

Though love were not,
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If no breath of his bum through them,

Joy must borrow

Song from sorrow,

Fear teach hope tlie way to woo tliem.

XVI.

Grief has measures

Soft as pleasure's,

Fear has moods that hope hes deep in,

Songs to sing him,

Dreams to bring him.

And a red-rose bed to sleep in.

XVII.

Hope with fearless

Looks and tearless

Lies and laughs too near the thunder ;

Fear hath sweeter

Speech and meeter

For heart's love to hide him under.
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XVIII.

Joy by daytime

Fills his playtime

Full of songs loud mirth takes pride in

;

Night and morrow

Weave round sorrow

Thoughts as soft as sleep to hide m.

XIX.

Graceless faces,

Loveless graces,

Are but raotes in light that quicken,

Sands that run down

Ere the sundown,

Roseleaves dead ere autumn sicken.

XX.

Fair and fruitless

Charms are bootless
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Spells to ward off age's peril

;

Lips that give not

Love shall live not^,

Eyes that meet not eyes are sterile.

XXI.

But the beauty

Bound in duty

Fast to love that falls off never

Love shall cherish

Lest it perish,

And its root bears fruit for ever.
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TtVO LEADERS.
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I

O GREAT and wise, cleax-souled and high of heart,

One the last flower of Catholic love, that grows

Amid bare thorns their only thomless rose,

From the fierce juggling of the priests' loud mart

Yet alien, yet unspotted and apart

From the blind hard foul rout whose shameless shows

Mock the sweet heaven whose secret no man knows

With prayers and curses and the soothsayer's art

;

One like a storm-god of the northern foam

Strong, wrought of rock that breasts and breaks the sea

And thunders back its thunder, rhyme for rhyme

Answering, as though to outroar the tides of time
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And bid the world's wave back—what song should ba

Theirs that with praise would bring and sing you home?

II.

With all our hearts we praise you whom ye hate,

High souls that hate us ; for our hopes are higher,

And higher than yours the goal of our desire,

Though high your ends be as your hearts are great

Your world of Gods and kings, of shrine and state,

Was of the night when hope and fear stood nigher.

Wherein men walked by light of stars and fire

Till man by day stood equal with his fate.

Honour not hate we give you, love not fear.

Last prophets of past kind, who fill the dome

Of great dead Gods with wrath and wail, nor hear

Time's word and man's : ' Go honoured hence, go

home,

Night's childless children ; Ijfre your hour is done
;

Pass with the stars, and leave us with the sun.'
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VICTOR HUGO IN 1S77.

' Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns ?

'

A.BOVE the spring-tide sundawn of the year,

A sunlike star, not born of day or night,

Filled the fair heaven of spring with heavenlier light,

Made of all ages orbed in one sole sphere

Whose light was as a Titan's smile or tear
;

Then rose a ray more fiowerlike, starry white.

Like a child's eye grown lovelier with delight,

Sweet as a child's heart-lightening laugh to hear ;

And last a fire from heaven, a fiery rain

As of God's wrath on the unclean cities, fell

And lit the shuddering shades of half-seen hell

That shrank before it and were cloven in twain
;

A beacon fired by hghtning, whence all time

Sees red the bare black ruins of a crime.
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CHILD'S SONG.
K

What is gold worth, say,

Worth for work or play,

Worth to keep or pay,

Hide or throw away,

Hope about or fear ?

What is love worth, pray ?

Worth a tear?

Golden on the mould

Lie the dead leaves rolled

Of the wet woods old,

Yellow leaves and cold,

Woods without a dove

;

Gold is worth but gold

;

Love's worth love.
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TRIADS.

L

The word of the sun to the sky,

The word of the wind to the sea,

The word of the moon to the night,

What may it be ?

ri.

The sense to the flower of the fiy.

The sense of the bird to the tree,

The sense to the cloud of the light,

Who can tell me?

III.

The song of the fields to the kye,

The song of the lime to the bee,

The song of the depth to the height,

Who knows all three ?
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II.

I.

The message of April to May

That May sends on into June

And June gives out to July

For birthday boon

;

II.

The delight of the dawn in the day,

The delight of the day in the noon,

The delight of a song in a sigh

That breaks the tune

;

III.

The secret of passing away,

The cost of the change of the moon,

None knows it with ear or with eye,

But all will soon.
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III.

I.

The live wave's love for the shore,

The shore's for the wave as it dies,

The love of the thunder-fire

That sears the skies,

II.

We shall know not though life wax hoar,

Till all life, spent into sighs,

Burn out as consumed with desire

Of death's strange eyes

;

III.

Till the secret be secret no more

In the light of one hour as it flies,

Be the hour as of suns that expire

Or suns that rise.
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I.

WINTER IN NORTHUMBERLAND.

Outside the garden

The wet skies harden
;

The gates are barred on

The summer side

:

' Shut out the flower-time,

Sunbeam and shower-time
;

Make way for our time,'

Wild winds have cried.

Green once and cheery,

The woods, worn weary,

Sigh as the dreary

Weak sun goes home

:

M 2
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A great wind grapples

The wave, and dapples

The dead green floor of the sea with foaia.

Through fell and moorland,

And salt-sea foreland.

Our noisy norland

Resounds and rings

;

Waste waves thereunder

Are blown in sunder,

And winds make thunder

With cloudwide wings

;

Sea-drift makes dimmer

The beacon's glimmer
;

Nor sail nor swimmer

Can try the tides
;

And snowdrifts thicken

Where, when leaves quicken,

Under the heather the sundew hides.
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III.

Green land and red land,

Moorside and headland,

Are white as dead land,

Are all as one
;

Nor honied heather.

Nor bells to gather.

Fair with fair weather

And faithful sun

:

Fierce frost has eaten

All flowers that sweeten

The fells rain-beaten
;

And winds their foes

Have made the snow's bed

Down in the rose-bed ;

Deep in the snow's bed bury the rose,

IV.

Bury her deeper

Than any sleeper

;
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Sweet dreams will keep her

All day, all night :

Though sleep benumb her

And time o'ercome hei,

She dreams of summer,

And takes delight,

Dreaming and sleeping

In love's good keeping,

While rain is weeping

And no leaves cling
;

Winds will come bringing her

Comfort, and singing her

Stories and songs and good news of the spring.

Draw the white curtain

Close, and be certain

She takes no hurt in

Her soft low bed ;
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She feels no colder,

And grows not older,

Though snows enfold her

From foot to head
;

She turns not chilly-

Like weed and lily

In marsh or hilly-

High watershed,

Or green soft island

In lakes of highland
;

She sleeps awhile, and she is not dead.

VI.

For all the hours,

Come sun, come showers.

Are friends of flowers,

And fairies all ;

When frost entrapped her.

They came and lapped her

In leaves, and wrapped her

With shroud and pall

;
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In red leaves wound her,

With dead leaves bound her

Dead brows, and round her

A death-knell rang

;

Rang the death-bell for her,

Sang, ' is it well for her,

Well, is it well with you, rose ?
' they sang.

VII.

O what and where is

The rose now, fairies,

So shrill the air is,

So wild the sky ?

Poor last of roses.

Her worst of woes is

The noise she knows is

The winter's cry

;

His hunting hollo

Has scared the swallow ;

"Fain would she follow

And fain would fly :
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But wind unsettles

Her poor-last petals

;

Had she but wings, and she would not die.

Come, as you love her,

Come close and cover

Her white face over,

And forth again

Ere sunset glances

On foam that dances,

. Through lowering lances

Of bright white rain
;

And make your playtime

Of winter's daytime,

As if the Maytime

Were here to sing

;

As if the snowballs

Were soft like blowballs,

Blown in a mist from the stalk in the spring.



17° FOUR SONGS OF FOUR SEASONS.

IX.

Each reed that grows in

Our stream is frozen.

The fields it flows in

Are hard and black ;

The water-fairy

Waits wise and wary

Till time shall vary

And thaws come back.

' O sister, water,'

The wind besought her,

' O twin-bom daughtei

Of spring with me.

Stay with me, play with me,

Take the warm way with me,

Straight for the summer and oversea-'

But winds will vary,

And wise and wary
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The patient fairy

Of water waits
j

All shrunk and wizen,

In iron prison,

Till spring re-risen

Unbar the gates
;

Till, as with clamour

Of axe and hammer,

Chained streams that stammer

And struggle in straits

Burst bonds that shiver.

And thaws deliver

The roaring river in stormy spates.

In fierce March weather

White waves break tether.

And whirled together

At either hand,
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Like weeds uplifted,

The tree-trunks rifted

In spars are drifted,

Like foam or sand,

Past swamp and sallow

And reed-beds callow,

Through pool and shallow.

To wind and lee.

Till, no more tongue-tied,

Full flood and young tide

Roar down the rapids and storm the sea.

XII.

As men's cheeks faded

On shores invaded,

When shorewards waded

The lords of fight
;

When churl and craven

Saw hard on haven

The wide-winged raven

At mainmast height

;
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When monks affrighted

To windward sighted

The birds full-flighted

Of swift sea-kings

;

So earth turns paler

When Storm the sailor

Steers in with a roar in the race of his wings.

O strong sea-sailor,

Whose cheek turns paler

For wind or hail or

For fear of thee ?

O far sea-farer,

O thunder-bearer,

Thy songs are rarer

Than soft songs be.

O fleet-foot stranger,

O north-sea ranger

Through days of danger

And ways of fear.
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Blow thy horn here for us,

Blow the sky clear for us,

Send us the song of the sea to hear.

\

XIV.

Roll the strong stream of it

Up, till the scream of it

Wake from a dream of it

Children that sleep,

Seamen that fare for them

Forth, with a prayer for them ;

Shall not God care for them,

Angels not keep ?

Spare not the surges

Thy stormy scourges
;

Spare us the dirges

Of wives that weep.

Turn back the waves for us :

Dig no fresh graves for us.

Wind, in the manifold gulfs of the deep.
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O stout north-easter,

Sea-king, land-waster,

For all thine haste, or

Thy stormy skill,

Yet hadst thou never,

For all endeavour,

Strength to dissever

Or strength to spill,

Save of his giving

Who gave our living.

Whose hands are weaving

What ours fulfil

;

Whose feet tread under

The storms and thunder ;

Who made our wonder to work his will.

XVI.

His years and hours.

His world's blind powers.
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His stars and flowers,

His nights and days.

Sea-tide and river,

And waves that shiver,

Praise God, the giver

Of tongues to praise.

Winds in their blowing.

And fruits in growing
;

Time in its going.

While time shall be

;

In death and living.

With one thanksgiving,

Praise him whose hand is the strength of the sea.
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IL

SPRING IN TUSCANY.

Rose-red lilies that bloom on the banner
;

Rose-cheeked gardens that revel in spring

;

Rose-mouthed acacias that laugh as they climbj

Like plumes for a queen's hand fashioned to fan her

With wind more soft than a wild dove's wing,

What do they sing in the spring of their time

If this be the rose that the world hears singing,

Soft in the soft night, loud in the day,

Songs for the fire-flies to dance as they hear

;

If that be the song of the nightingale, springing

Forth in the form of a rose in May,

What do they say of the way of the year ?
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What of the way of the world gone Maying,

What of the work of the buds in the bowers,

What of the will of the wind on the wall.

Fluttering the wall-flowers, sighing and playing,

Shrii king again as a bird that cowers,

Thinking of hoiu-s when the flowers have to fall ?

Out of the throats of the loud birds showering,

Out of the folds where the flag-lilies leap,

Out of the mouths of the roses stirred,

Out of the herbs on the walls reflowering,

Out of the heights where the sheer snows sleep.

Out of the deep and the steep, one word.

One from the lips of the lily-fiames leaping.

The glad red lilies that burn in our sight.

The great live lilies for standard and crown

;

One from the steeps where the pines stand sleeping,

One from the deep land, one from the height.

One from the light and the might of the town.
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The lowlands laugh with delight of the highlands,

Whence May winds feed them with balm and breath

From hills that beheld in the years behind

A jliape as of one from the blest souls' islands,

Made fair by a soul too fair for death,

With eyes on the light that should smite them blind.

Vallombrosa remotely remembers,

Perchance, what still to us seems so near

That time not darkens it, change not mars.

The foot that she knew when her leaves were September's,

The face lift up to the star-blind seer,

That saw from his prison arisen his stars.

And Pisa broods on her dead, not mourning.

For love of her loveliness given them in fee
;

And Prato gleams with the glad monk's gift

Whose hand was there as the hand of morning
;

And Siena, set in the sand's red sea,

Lifts loftier her head than the red sand's drift
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And far to the fair south-westward lightens,

Girdled and sandalled and plumed with flowers,

At sun bet over the love-lit lands,

The hill-side's crown where the wild hill brightens,

Saint Fina's town of the Beautiful Towers,

Hailing the sun with a hundred hands.

Land of us all that have loved thee dearliest,

Mother of men that were lords of man,

Whose name in the world's heart works as a spell,

My last song's light, and the star of mine earliest,

As we turn from thee, sweet, who wast ours for a span,

Fare weil we may not who say farewell.
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III.

SUMMER IN AUVEKONE.

The sundawn fills the land

Full as a feaster's hand

Kills full with bloom of bland

Bright wine his cup

;

Flows fill! to flood that fills

From the arch of air it thrills

Those rust-red iron hills

With morning up.

Dawn, as a panther springs,

With fierce and fire-fledged wings

Leaps on the land that rings

From her bright feet
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Through all its lava-black

Cones that cast answer back

And cliffs of footless track

Where thunders meet.

The light speaks wide and loud

From deeps blown clean of cloud

As though day's heart were proud

And heaven's were glad

;

The towers brown-striped and grey

Take fire from heaven of day

As though the prayers they pray

Their answers had.

Higher in these high first hours

Wax all the keen church towers,

And higher all hearts of ours

Than the old hills' crown,
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Higher than the pillared height

Of that strange clifT-side bright

With basalt towers whose might

Strong time bows dou n.

And the old fierce ruin there

Of the old wild princes' lair

Whose blood in mine hath share

Gapes gaunt and great

Toward heaven that long ago

Watched all the wan land's woe

Whereon the wind would blow

Of their bleak hate.

Dead are those deeds ; but yet

Their memory seems to fret

Lands that might else forget

That old world's brand ;
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Dead all their sins and days ;

Yet in this red clime's rays

Some fiery memory stays

That scars their land.
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IV.

AUTUMN IN CORNWALL,

The year lies fallen and faded

On cliffs by clouds invaded,

With tongues of storms upbraided,

With wrath of waves bedinned ;

And inland, wild with warning,

As in deaf ears or scorning.

The clarion even and morning

Rings of the south-west wind.

The wild bents wane and wither

In blasts whose breath bows hither

Their grey-grown heaiis and thither,

Unblest of rain or sun

;
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The pale fierce heavens are crowded

With shapes hke dreams beclouded,

As though the old year enshrouded

Lay, long ere life were done.

Full-charged with oldworld wondeis,

From dusk Tintagel thunders

A note that smites and sunders

The hard frore fields of air

;

A trumpet stormier-sounded

Than once from lists rebounded

When strong men sense-confounded

Fell thick in tourney there.

From scarce a duskier dwelling

Such notes of wail rose welling

Through the outer darkness, telling

In the a^i-ful singer's ears
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What souls the darkness covers,

What love-lost souls of lovers,

Whose cry still hangs and hovers

In each man's bom that hears.

For there by Hector's brother

And yet some thousand other

He that had grief to mother

Passed pale from Dante's sight
;

With one fast linked as fearless,

Perchance, there only tearless

;

Iseult and Tristram, peerless

And perfect queen and knight.

A shrill-winged sound comes flying

North, as of wild souls crying

The cry of things undying,

That know what life must be j
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Or as the old year's heart, stricken

Too sore for hope to quicken

By thoughts like thorns that thicken,

Broke, breaking with the sea.
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THE WHITE CZAR.

[In an English magazine of 1877 there appeared a version of

some insolent lines addressed by ' A Russian Poet to the Empress

of India.' To these the first of the two following sonnets was

designed to serve by way of counterblast. The writer will scarcely

be suspected of royalism or imperialism ; but it seemed to him that

an insult levelled by Muscovite lips at the ruler of England might

perhaps be less unfitly than unofficially resented by an Englishman

who was also a republican.]

Gehazi by the hue that chills thy cheek

And Pilate by the hue that sears thine hand

Whence all earth's waters cannot wash the brand

That signs thy soul a manslayer's though thou speak

All Christ, with lips most murderous and most meek--
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Thou set thy foot where England's used to stand !

Thou reach thy rod forth over Indian land !

Slave of the slaves that call thee lord, and weak

As their foul tongues who praise thee ! son of them

Whose presence put the snows and stars to shame

In centuries dead and damned that reek below

Curse-consecrated, crowned with crime and flame,

To them that bare thee like them shalt thou go

Forth of man's life^a leper white as snow.

II.

Call for clear water, wash thine hands, be clean.

Cry, What is truth i O Pilate ; thou shalt know

Haply too soon, and gnash thy teeth for woe

Ere the outer darkness take thee round unseen

That hides the red ghosts of thy race obscene

Bound nine times round with hell's most dolorous flow

And ill its pools thy crownless head lie low

By his of Spain who dared an EngUsh queen
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With half a world to hearten him for fight.

Till the wind gave his warriors and their might

To shipwreck and the corpse-encumbered sea.

But thou, take heed, ere yet thy lips wax white,

Lest as it was with Philip so it be,

O white of name and red of hand, with thee.
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RIZPAH.

How many sons, how many generations.

For how long years hast thou bewept, and known

Nor end of torment nor surcease of moan,

Rachel or Rizpah, wofuUest of nations,

Crowned with the crowning sign of desolations,

And couldst not even scare off with hand or groan

Those carrion birds devouring bone by bone

The children of thy thousand tribulations ?

Thou wast our warrior once ; thy sons long dead

Against a foe less foul than this made head,

Poland, in years that sound and shine afar
;

Ere the east beheld in thy bright sword-blade's stead

The rotten corpse-light of the Russian star

That Ughts towards hell his bondslaves and their Czat.



193

TO LOUIS KOSSUTH.

1877.

Light of our fathers' eyes, and in our own

Star of the unsetting sunset ! for thy name,

That on the front of noon was as a flame

In the great year nigh thirty years agone

When all the heavens of Europe shook and shone

With stormy wind and lightning, keeps its fame

And bears its witness all day through the same
;

Not for past days and great deeds past alone,

Kossuth, we praise thee as our Landor praised,

But that now too we know thy voice upraised,

Thy voice, the trumpet of the truth of God,

Thine hand, the thunder-bearer's, raised to smite

As with heaven's lightning for a sword and rod

Men's heads abased before the Muscovite.
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.ff^

TRANSLATIONS FROM THE FRENCH OF VILLON.

THE COMPLAINT OF THE FAIR ARMOURESS.

I.

Meseemeth I heard cxy and groan

That sweet who was the armourer's maid
;

For her young years she made sore moan,

And right upon this wise she said

;

' Ah fierce old age with foul bald head,

To spoil fair things thou art over fain
;

Who holdeth me ? who ? would God I were dead

!

Would God I were well dead and slain !

11.

' Lo, thou hast laroken the sweet yoke

That my high beauty held above

All priests and clerks and merchant-folk
j

There was not one but for my love
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Would give me gold and gold enough,

Though sorrow his very heart had riven,

To win from me such wage thereof

As now no thief would take if given.

III.

' I was right chary of the same,

God wot it was my great folly.

For love of one sly knave of them.

Good store of that same sweet had he
;

For all my subtle wiles, perdie,

God wot I loved him well enow
;

Right evilly he handled me,

But he loved well my gold, I trow.

IV.

' Though I gat bruises green and black,

I loved him never the less a jot

;

Though he bound burdens on my back.

If he said " Kiss me and heed it not
"

c i.
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Right little pain I felt, God wot,

When that foul thiefs mouth, found so sweet,

Kissed me—Much good thereof I got

!

I keep the sin and the shame of it.

' And he died thirty year agone.

I am old now, no sweet thing to see ;

By God, though, when I think thereon,

And of that good glad time, woe's me,

And stare upon vay changed body

Stark naked, that has been so sweet.

Lean, wizen, like a small dry tree,

I am nigh mad with the pain of it

VI.

' Where is my faultless forehead's white,

The lifted eyebrows, soft gold hair,

Eyes wide apart and keen of sight,

With subtle skill in the amorous air
;
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The straight nose, great nor small, but fair.

The small carved ears of shapeliest growth.

Chin dimpling, colour good to wear.

And sweet red splendid kissing mouth ?

' The shapely slender shoulders small,

Long arms, hands wrought in glorious wise,

Round little breasts, the hips withal

High, full of flesh, not scant of size,

Fit for all amorous masteries
;

*** ***** *****, *** *** ****** **** ***

******* ***** ** **** ***** ******

»* * ***** ****** ** **** ***** ?

VIII.

' A writhled forehead, hair gone grey.

Fallen eyebrows, eyes gone blind and red.

Their laughs and looks all fled away.

Yea, all that smote men's hearts are fledj
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The bowed nose, fallen from goodlihead ;

Foul flapping ears like water-flags ;

Peaked chin, and cheeks all waste and dead,

And Hps that are two skinny rags :

IX.

' Thus endeth all the beauty of us.

The arms made short, the hands made lean,

The shoulders bowed and ruinous,

The breasts, alack ! all fallen in
;

The flanks too, like the breasts, grown thin
;

iiJ* *** ***• ***** *****, *** ** ** !

/ For the lank thighs, no thighs but skin.

They are specked with spots like sausage-meat.

X.

' So we make moan for the old sweet days,

Poor old light women, two or three

Squatting above the straw-fire's blaze.

The bosom crushed against the knee.
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Like faggots on a heap we be,

Round fires soon lit, soon quenched and done

,

And we were once so sweet, even we !

Thus fareth many and many an one.'
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A DOUBLE BALLAD OF GOOD COUNSEL.

Now take your fill of love and glee,

And after balls and banquets hie
;

In the end ye'll get no good for fee,

But just heads broken by and by ;

Light loves make beasts of men that sigh
;

They changed the faith of Solomon,

And left not Samson lights to spy

;

Good luck has he that deals with none

!

Sweet Orpheus, lord of minstrelsy.

For this with flute and pipe came nigh

The danger of the dog's heads three

That ravening at hell's door doth lie
;
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Fain was Narcissus, fair and shy,

For love's love lightly lost and won,

In a deep well to drown and die
;

Good luck has he that deals with none 1

Sardana, flower of chivalry.

Who conquered Crete with horn and cry,

For this was fain a maid to be

And learn with girls the thread to ply j

King David, wise in prophecy,

Forgot the fear of God for one

Seen washing either shapely thigh ;

Good luck has he that deals with none 1

For this did Amnon, craftily

Feigning to eat of cakes of rye,

Deflower his sister fair to see.

Which was foul incest ; and hereby
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Was Herod moved, it is no lie,

To lop the head of Baptist John

For dance and jig and psaltery
;

Good luck has he that deals with none

!

Next of myself I tell, poor me,

How thrashed Uke clothes at wash was I

Stark naked, I must needs agree
;

Who made me eat so sour a pie

But Katherine of Vaucelles ? thereby.

Nod took third part of that fun
;

Such wedding-gloves are ill to buy

;

Good luck has he that deals with none !

But for that young man fair and free

To pass those young maids lightly by,

Nay, would you bum him quick, not he ;

Like broom-horsed witches though he fry,
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They are sweet as civet in his eye
;

But trust them, and you're fooled anon
;

For white or brown, and low or high.

Good luck has he that deals with none !
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FRAGMENT ON DEATH.

And Paris be it or Helen dying,

Who dies soever, dies with pain.

He that lacks breath and wind for sighing,

His gall bursts on his heart ; and tlien

He sweats, God knows what sweat !—again,

No man may ease him of his grief

;

Child, brother, sister, none were fain

To bail him thence for his relief

Death makes him shudder, swoon, wax pale.

Nose bend, veins stretch, and breath surrender,

Neck swell, flesh soften, joints that fail

Crack their strained nerves and arteries slender.
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O woman's body found so tender,

Smooth, sweet, so precious in men's eyes,

Must thou too bear such count to render ?

Yes ; or pass quick into the skies.

[In the original here follows Villon's masterpiece, the matchless

Ballad of the Indies of Old Time, so incomparably rendered in the

marvellous version of D. G. Rossetti ; followed in its turn by the

succeeding poem, as inferior to its companion as is my attempt at

translation of it to his triumph in that higher and harder field.

—

A. C. S.J
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BALLAD OF THE LORDS OF OLD TIME.

(AFTER THE FORMER ARGUMENT.)

What more ? Where is the third Calixt,

Last of that name now dead and gone,

Who held four years the Papalist ?

Alphonso king of Aragon,

The gracious lord, duke of Bourbon,

And Arthur, duke of old Britaine ?

And Charles the Seventh, that worthy one ?

Even with the good knight Charlemain.

The Scot too, king of mount and mist.

With half his face vermilion.

Men tell us, like an amethyst

From brow to chin that blazed and shone

;
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The Cypriote king of old renown,

Alas ! and that good king of Spain,

Whose name I cannot think upon ?

Even with the good knight Charlemain.

No more to say of them I list

;

'Tis all but vain, all dead and done ;

For death may no man born resist,

Nor make appeal when death comes on.

I make yet one more question

;

Where's Lancelot, king of far Bohain ?

Where's he whose grandson called him son ?

Even with the good knight Charlemain.

Where is Guesclin, the good Breton ?

The lord of the eastern mountain-chain,

And the good late duke of Alengon ?

Even with the good knight Charlemain.
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BALLAD OF THE WOMEN OF PARia

Albeit the Venice girls get praise

For their sweet speech and tender air,

And though the old women have wise ways

Of chaffering for amorous ware,

Yet at my peril dare I swear,

Search Rome, where God's grace mainly tarries,

Florence and Savoy, ever3rwhere,

There's no good girl's lip out of Paris.

The Naples women, as folk prattle,

Are sweetly spoken and subtle enough :

German girls are good at tattle.

And Prussians make their boast thereof j
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Take Egypt for the next remove,

Or that waste land the Tartar harries,

Spain or Greece, for the matter of love,

There's no good girl's lip out of Paris.

Breton and Swiss know nought of the matter,

Gascony girls or girls of Toulouse

;

Two fishwives here with a half-hour's chatter

Would shut them up by threes and twos

;

Calais, Lorraine, and all their crews,

(Names enow the mad song marries)

England and Picardy, search them and choose,

There's no good girl's lip out of Paris.

Prince, give praise to our French ladies

For the sweet sound their speaking carries j

'Twixt Rome and Cadiz many a maid is.

But no good girl's lip out of Paris.
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BALLAD WRITTEN FOR A BRIDEGROOM

WHICH VILLON GAVE TO A GENTLEMAN NEWLY MARRIED TO

SEND TO HIS WIFE WHOM HE HAD WON WITH THE SWOKD.

At daybreak, when the falcon claps his wings,

No whit for grief, but noble heart and high,

With loud glad noise he stirs himself and springs.

And takes his meat and toward his lure draws nigh;

Such good I wish you ! Yea, and heartily

I am fired with hope of true love's meed to get

;

Know that Love writes it in his book ; for why,

This is the end for which we twain are met.

Mine own heart's lady with no gainsaj'ings

You shall be always wholly till I die

;

And in my right against all bitter things

Sweet laurel with fresh rose its force shall try

;
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Seeing reason wills not that I cast love by

(Nor here with reason shall I chide or fret)

Nor cease to serve, but serve more constantly

;

This is the end for which we twain are met.

And, which is more, when grief about me clings

Through Fortune's fit or fume of jealousy,

Your sweet kind eye beats down her threatenings

As wind doth smoke ; such power sits in your eye.

Thus in your field my seed of harvestry

Thrives, for the fruit is like me that I set

;

God bids me tend it with good husbandry
;

This is the end for which we twain are met.

Princess, give ear to this my summary

;

That heart of mine your heart's love should forget,

Shall never be : like trust in you put I

:

This is the end for which we twain are met.
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BALI.AD AGAINST THE ENEMIES OF FRANCE.

May he fall in with beasts that scatter fire,

Like Jason, when he sought the fleece of gold,

Or change firom man to beast three years entire,

As King Nebuchadnezzar did of old ;

Or else have times as shameful and as bad

As Trojan folk for ravished Helen had ;

Or gulfed with Proserpine and Tantalus

Let hell's deep fen devour him dolorous.

With worse to bear than Job's worst sufferance,

Bound in his prison-maze with Daedalus,

Who could wish evil to the state of France 1

May he four months, like bitterns in the mire,

Howl with head downmost in the lake-springs cold.
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Or to bear harness like strong bulls for hire

To the Great Turk for money down be sold
;

Or thirty years like Magdalen live sad,

With neither wool nor web of linen clad ;

Drown like Narciss', or swing down pendulous

Like Absalom with locks luxurious,

Or liker Judas fallen to reprobance
;

Or find such death as Simon sorcerous,

Who could wish evil to the state of France !

May the old times come of fierce Octavian's ire.

And in his belly molten coin be told
;

May he like Victor in the mill expire.

Crushed between moving miUstpnes on him rolled.

Or in deep sea drenched breathless, more adrad

Than in the whalfe's bulk Jonas, when God bade :

From Phoebus' light, from Juno's treasure-house

Driven, and from joys of Venus amorous.

And cursed of God most high to the utterance,

As was the Syrian king Antiochus.

Who could wish evil to the state of France I



214 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE

Prince, may the bright-winged brood of ^olus

To sea-king Glaucus' wild wood cavernous

Bear him bereft of peace and hope's least glance,

For worthless is he to get good of us,

Who could wish evil to the state of France i
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THE DISPUTE OF THE HEART AND BODY OF

FRANgOIS VILLON.

Who is this I hear ?—Lo, this is I, thine heart,

That holds on merely now by a slender string.

Strength fails me, shape and sense are rent apart,

The blood in me is turned to a bitter thing,

Seeing thee skulk here like a dog shivering.

—

Yea, and for what?—For that thy sense found sweet.

—

What irks it thee?—I feel the sting of it.

—

Leave me at peace.—Why ?—Nay now, leave me at

peace

,

I will repent when I grow ripe in wit.

—

1 say no more.—I care not though thou cease.

—
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What art thou, trow?—^A man worth praise, perfaj'.

—

This is thy thirtieth year of wayfaring.

—

'Tis a mule's age.—Art thou a boy still ?—Nay.

—

Is it hot lust that spurs thee with its sting,

Grasping thy throat ? Know'st thou not anything ?

—

Yea, black and white, when milk is specked with

flies,

I can make out.—No more ?—Nay, in no wise.

Shall I begin again the count of these ?

—

Thou art undone.—I will make shift to rise.

—

I say no more.—I care not though thou cease.

—

I have the sorrow of it, and thou the smart.

Wert thou a poor mad fool or weak of wit,

Then might'st thou plead this pretext with thine

heart

;

But if thou know not good from evil a whit,

Either thy head is hard as stone to hit.

Or shame, not honour, gives thee most conteut.

What canst thou answer to this argument ?

—
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When I am dead I shall be well at ease.

—

God ! what good hope !—Thou art over eloquent.

—

I say no more.—I care not though thou cease.

—

Whence is this ill ?—From sorrow and not from sin.

When Saturn packed my wallet up for me

I well believe he put these ills therein.

—

Fool, wilt thou make thy servant lord of^thee ?

Hear now the wise king's counsel ; thus saith he

;

All power upon the stars a wise man hath

;

There is no planet that shall do him scathe.

—

Nay, as they made me I grow and I decrease.

—

What say'st thou ?—Truly this is all my faith.

—

I say no more.—I care not though thou cease.

—

Wouldst thou live still ?—God help me that I may !

—

Then thou must—^What ? turn penitent and pray ?

—

Read always—What ?—Grave words and good to

say]
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LeaVe off the ways of fools, lest they displease.

—

Good ; I will do it.—Wilt thou remember ?—Yea.

—

Abide not till there come an evil day.

I say no more.—I care not though thou cease.
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EPISTLE IN FORM OF A BALLAB TO HIS FRIENDS.

Have pity, pity, friends, have pity on me,

Thus much at least, may it please you, of your grace !

I lie not under hazel or hawthorn-tree

Down in this dungeon ditch, mine exile's place

By leave of God and fortune's foul disgrace.

Girls, lovers, glad young folk and newly wed.

Jumpers and jugglers, tumbling heel o'er head,

Swift as a dart, and sharp as needle-ware,

Throats clear as bells that ring the kine to shed.

Your poor old friend, what, will you leave him there ?

Singers that sing at pleasure, lawlessly.

Light, laughing, gay of word and deed, that race



220 TRANSLATIONS FROM THE

And run like folk light-witted as ye be

And have in hand nor current coin nor base,

Ye wait too long, for now he's dying apace.

Rhymers of lays and roundels sung and read,

Ye'U brew him broth too late when he hes dead.

Nor wind nor lightning, sunbeam nor fresh air.

May pierce the thick wall's bound where Ues his bed

;

Your poor old friend, what, will you leave him there ?

O noble folk from tithes and taxes free,

Come and behold him in this piteous case,

Ye that nor king nor emperor holds in fee,

But only God in heaven ; behold his face

Who needs must fast, Sundays and holidays.

Which makes his teeth like rakes ; and when he hath fed

With never a cake for banquet but dry bread.

Must drench his bowels with much cold watery fare,

With board nor stool, but low on earth instead

;

Your poor old friend, what, will you leave him there ?
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Princes afore-named, old and young foresaid,

Get me the king's seal and my pardon sped,

And hoist me in some basket up with care :

So swine will help each other ill bested,

For where one squeaks they run in heaps ahead.

Your poor old friend, what, will you leave him there ?
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THE EPITAPH IN FORM OF A BALLAD

WHICH VILLON MADE FOR HIMSELF AND HIS COMRADES,

EXPECTING TO BE HANGED ALONG WITH THEM.

Men, brother men, that after us yet live,

Let not your hearts too hard against us be

;

For if some pity of us poor men ye give.

The sooner God shall take of you pity.

Here are we five or six strung up, you see,

And here the flesh that all too well we fed

Bit by bit eaten and rotten, rent and shred,

And we the bones grow dust and ash withal

;

Let no man laugh at us discomforted,

But pray to God that he forgive us all.

If we call on you, brothers, to forgive.

Ye should not hold our prayer in scorn, though we
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Were slain by law
;
ye know that all alive

Have not wit alway to walk righteously ;

Make therefore intercession heartily

With him that of a virgin's womb was bred,

That his grace be not as a dry well-head

For us, nor let hell's thunder on as fall

;

We are dead, let no man harry or vex us dead,

But pray to God that he forgive us all.

The rain has washed and laundered us all five,

And the sun dried and blackened
;
yea, perdie,

Ravens and pies with beaks that rend and rive

Have dug our eyes out, and plucked off for fee

Our beards and eyebrows ; never are we free,

Not once, to rest ; but here and there still sped.

Drive at its wild will by the wind's change led,

More pecked of birds than fruits on garden-wall

;

Men, for God's love, let no gibe here be said,

But pray to God that he forgive us all.
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Prince Jesus, that of all art lord and head,

Keep us, that hell be not our bitter bed :

We have nought to do in such a master's hall.

Be not ye therefore of our fellowhead.

But pray to God that he forgive us alL
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FROM VICTOR HUGO.

Take heed of this small child of earth;

He is great : he hath in him God most high.

Children before their fleshly birth

Are lights alive in the blue sky.

In our light bitter world of wrong

They come ; God gives us them awhile.

His speech is in their stammering tongue,

And his forgiveness in their smile.

Their sweet light rests upon our eyes

Alas ! their right to joy is plain.

If they are hungry, Paradise

Weeps, and, if cold, Heaven thrills with pain.

Q
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The want that saps their sinless flower

Speaks judgment on sin's ministers.

Man holds an angel in his power.

Ah ! deep in Heaven what thunder stirs,

When God seeks out these tender things

Whom in the shadow where we sleep

He sends us clothed about with wings,

And finds them ragged babes that weep I
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NOCTURNE.

La nuit ^coute et se penche sur I'onde

Pour y cueillir rien qii'un souffle d'am&ur ,

Pas de lueur, pas de musique au monde,

Pas de sommeil pour moi ni de sdjour.

O mfere, 6 Nuit, de ta source profonde

Verse-nous, verse enSn I'oubli du jour.

Verse I'oubli de I'angoisse et du jour

;

Chante ; ton chant assoupit I'Ume et Tonde

:

Fais de ton sein pour mon ime un sdjour,

EUe est bien lasse, 6 nifere, de ce monde,

Oil le baiser ne veut pas dire amour,

Oil rs.me aim^e est moins que toi profonde.
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Car toute chose aim^e est moins profonde,

O Nuit, que toi, fiUe et mbre du jour

;

Toi dont I'attente est le rdpit du monde,

Toi dont le souffle est plein de mots d'amour,

Toi dont I'haleine enfle et r^prime I'onde,

Toi dont I'ombre a tout le del pour sdjour.

La misfere humble et lasse, sans s^jour,

S'abrite et dort sous ton aile profonde
;

Tu fais k tous I'aumone de Tamour

;

Toutes las soifs viennent boire k, ton onde,

Tout ce qui pleure et se ddrobe au jour,

Toutes les faims et tous les maux du monde.

Moi seul je veille et ne vois dans ce monde

Que ma douleur qui n'ait point de sdjour

Ou s'abriter sur ta rive profonde

Et s'endormir sous tes yeux loin du jour

;

Je vais toujours cherchant au bord de I'onde

Le sang du beau pied blessd de I'amour.
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La mer est sombre oli tu naquis, amour,

Pleine des pleurs et des sanglots du monde
;

On ne voit plus le goufFre ou nait le jour

Luire et fr^mir sous ta lueur profonde

;

Mais dans les cceurs d'homme oil tu fais sdjour

La douleur monte et baisse comme une onde.

ENVOI,

Fille de I'onde et mfere de I'amour,

Du haut sdjour plein de ta paix profonde

Sur ce bas monde dpands un peu de jour.
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THl^OPHILE GAUTIER.

Pour mettre une couronne au front d'une chanson,

II semblait qu'en passant son pied sem§.t des roses,

Et que sa main cueillit comma des fleurs ^closes

Les dtoiles au fond du ciel en floraison.

Sa parole de marbre et d'or avait le son

Des clairons de Viti chassant les jours moroses

;

Comme en Thrace ApoUon banni des grands cieux roses,

II regardait du coeur TOlympe, sa maison.

Le soleil fut pour lui le soleil du vieux monde,

Et son ceil recherchait dans les flots embrasds

Le sillon immortel d'oii s'dlanga sur I'onde
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V^nus, que la mer molle enivrait de baisers :

Enfin, dieu ressaisi de sa splendeur premiere,

II trone, et son sdpulcre est biti dft liimiere.
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ODE.

(LE TOMBEAU DE TH^OPHILE GAUTIER.)

Quelle fleur, 6 Mort, quel joyau, quel chant,

Quel vent, quel rayon de soleil couchant,

Sur ton front pench^, sur ta main avide,

Snr ripie paleur de ta Ifevre aride,

Vibre encore et luit ?

Ton sein est sans lait, ton oreille est vide,

Ton ceil plein de nuit.

Ta bouche est sans souffle et ton front sans ride ;

Mais I'dclair voild d'une flamme humide,

Flamme ^close au cceur d'un ciel pluvieux,

Rallume ta Ifevre et remplit tes yeux

De lueurs d'opale

;

Ta bouche est vermeille et ton front joyeux,

O toi qui fus pile.



ODE. 233

Comme aux jours divins la mfere des dieux,

Reine au sein fdcond, au corps radieux,

Tu surgis au bord de la tombe amfere
;

Tu nous apparais, 6 Mort, vierge et mfere,

Effroi des humains,

Le divin laurier sur la t6te altibre

Et la lyre aux mains.

Nous reconnaissons, courbds vers la terre,

Que c'est la splendeur de ta face austfere

Qui dore la nuit de nos longs malheurs
;

Que la vie aile'e aux mille couleurs,

Dont tu n'es que Time,

Refait par tes mains les prds et las fleurs.

La rose et la femme.

Lune constante ! astre ami des douleurs

Qui luis \ travers la brume des pleurs !

Quelle flamme au fond de ta clartd moUe
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Eclate et rougit, nouvelle aureole,

Ton doux front voild ?

Quelle dtoile, ouvrant ses ailes, s'envole

Du del etoild ?

Pleurant ce rayon de jour qu'on lui vole,

L'homme exfecre en vain la Mort triste et foUe j

Mais I'astre qui fut k nos yeux si beau,

Lk-haut, loin d'ici, dans un del nouveau

Plein d'autres ^toiles,

Se Ifeve, et pour lui la nuit du tombeau

Entr'ouvre ses voiles.

L'ame est dans le corps comme un jeune oiseau

Dont I'aile s'agite au bord du berceau

;

La mort, ddliant cette aile inquiete,

Quand nous ^coutons la boudie muette

Qui nous dit adieu,

Fait de Thomme infime et sombre un poete,

Du poete un dieu.
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IN OBITUM THEOPHILI POET^.

O LUX Pieridum et laurigeri delicise dei,

Vox leni Zephyro lenior, ut veris amans novi

Tollit floridulis implicitum primitiis caput,

Ten' ergo abripuit non reditunim, ut redeunt novo

Flores vera novi, te quoque mors irrevocabilem ?

Cur vatem neque te Musa parens, te neque Gratiae,

Nee servare sibi te potuit fidum animi Venus ?

Quae nunc ipsa magis vel puero te Cinyreio,

Te desiderium et flebilibus lumen amoribus,

Amissum queritur, sanguineis fusa comam genis.

Tantis tu lacrymis digne, comes dulcis ApoUini,

Carum nomen eris dls superis atque sodalibus

Nobis, quis eadem quae tibi vivo patuit via

Non aequis patet, at te sequimur passibus haud tuis.



236 IN OBJTUM THEOPHILI POET^.

At maesto cinerem carmine non illaciymabilem

Tristesque exuvias floribus ac fletibus integris

Unk contegimus, nee cithara nee sine tibii,

Votoque unanimae voeis Ave dicimus et Vale.
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AD CATULLUM.

Catulle frater, ut velim comes tibi

Remola per vireta, per cavum nemus

Sacrumque Ditis haud inhospiti specus,

Pedem referre, trans aquam Stygis ducem

Secutus unum et unicum, Catulle, te,

Ut ora vatis optimi reviserem,

Tui meique vatis ora, quem scio

Venustiorem adlsse vel tuo lacum,

Benigniora semper arva vel tuis,

Ubi serenus accipit suos deus,

Tegitque myrtus implicata laureH,

Manuque mulcet halituque consecrat

Fovetque blanda mors amabili sinu,

Et ore fama fervido edit viros
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Alitque qualis unus ille par tibi

Britannus unicusque in orbe prsestitit

Amicus Ule noster, ille ceteris

Poeta major, omnibusque floribus

Priore Landor inclytum rosS. caput

Revinxit extulitque, quam tua manu

Recepit ac refovit integram su^
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DEDICATION

1878.

Some nine years gone, as we dwelt together

In the sweet hushed heat of the south French weather

Ere autumn fell on the vine-tressed hills

Or the season had shed one rose-red feather,

Friend, whose fame is a flame that fills

All eyes it lightens and hearts it thrills

With joy to be bom of the blood which bred

From a land that the grey sea girds and chills

The heart and spirit and hand and head

Whose might is as light on a dark day shed,

On a day now dark as a land's decline

Where all the peers of your praise are dead,
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In a land and season of corn and vine

I pledged you a health from a beaker of mine

But halfway filled to the lip's edge yet

With hope for honey and song for wine.

Nine years have risen and eight years set

Since there by the wellspring our hands on it met

;

And the pledge of my songs that were then to be,

I could wonder not, friend, though a friend should forget

For life's helm rocks to the windward and lee,

And time is as wind, and as waves are we ;

And song is as foam that the sea-winds fret.

Though the thought at its heart should be deep as the sea.
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The Wizard of the Mountain.

By HENRY GREVILLE.
A Noblfi Won^an.

By JOHN HABBERTON.
Brueton's Bayou,

i
Country Luck.

By ANDREW HALLIDAY.
Every-iiay Papers.

By Lady DUFFUS HARDY.
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.

By THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By J. BERWICK HARWOOD.
The Tenth Earl

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. I Ellioe Quentin.

Sebastian Stroma. | Dust.

Fortune's Fool.

Beatrix Randolph. | Miss Cadogna,

Love—or a Name?
David Poindexter's Disappearance.

Tiie Spectre of the Camera.
By Sir ARTHUR HELPS.

Ivan de Biron.

By MPS. CASHEL HOEY.
The Lover's Creed.

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER.
The Houpc f^f ""'y.

By t:ci:e hopkins.
' jwixt Love and Duiy.

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.
T'iiornioro;t s Model.

Tie Leaden Casket.

Self-Condemned.

That other Pe'-son.

By JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

By HARRIETT JAY.
The Dark Colleen.

The Queen of Connaup'ht.
By MARK KERSHAW.

Colonial Facts and Fictions.

By R. ASHE KING.
'The Wearing of the Green.'

A Drawn Game.
I

Passion's Slave.

By HENRY KINGSLEY.
Oakshott Castle.

By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball. | Leam Dundas.

The World Well Lost.

Under Which Lord?
With a Silken Thread. I lone.

The Rebel ofthe Family.
|
'My Lovel'

Sowing the Wind. |
Paston Carew.

London: CRATTO d WINDVS, Mi Piooadilly, W.



TWO-SHILLING POPULAR NOVELS.
By JOHN LEYS.

The Lindsays.
By MARY LINSKILL.

In Exchange for a Soul.

By HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

By J. MASTERMAN.
Kalf-a-Dozen Daughters.

By JUSTIN McCarthy,
Dear Lady Disdain.

The Waterdale Neighbours.
P;1y Enemy's Daughter. ,

A Fair Saxon. I Linley Roohford.
IVIiss Misanthrope.

|
Donna Quixote.

The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.

| Gamiola.

By Mrs. MACDONELU
Quaker (jouslns.

By KATHARINE S. MACQUOID.
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose.

By V/. H. MALLOCK.
The New Republic.

By FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Fighting the Air.

| Written In Fire.

Open I Sesame!
A Harvest of Wild Oats.

By BRANDER MATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.

By JEAN MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion.

py Mfs. molesworth.
Hatheroourt Rectory.

By J. E. MUDDOCK.
Stories Weird and Wonderful.
The Dead Man's Secret.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A Life's Atonement. A Model Father.

Joseph's Goat. Goals of Fire.

Val Strange. Hearts.

By the Gate of the Sea.

Tne Way of the World.
A Bit of Human Natui-e.

First Person Singular.

Cynic Fortune. | Old Blazer's Hero.

By CHRISTIE MURRAY & H. HERMAN.
One Traveller Returns.

Paul Jones's Alias.

By HENRY MURRAY.
A Game of Bluff.

By ALICE O'HANLON.
The Unforeseen, i Chance P or Fate P

By GEORGES OHNET.
Doctor Ramedu. i a Last Love.

By MPS. OLIPHANT.
Whiteladies. | The Primrose Path.

The Greatest Heiress in England.

By Mrs. ROBERT O'REILLY.
Phoebe's Fortunes.

Held in Bondage,
Strathmore,
Chandos.
Tricotrln.

Puck.

Folle Farine.

A Dog of Flanders.

Pascarel.

Signa.

In a Winter City,

Frescoes,

By OUIDA.
Under Two Flags.

Idalia,

Cecil Gastlemaine.
Ariadne.

Moths.

Friendship,

Pipistrello.

Bimbi.

In Maremma.
Wanda.

, Princess Napraxine.

Two Little Wooden Shoes.
|
Othmar.

A Village Commune. | Guilderoy.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos.

By MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

By JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massingberd.
A Perfect Treasure.
Bentinck's Tutor.

]
A County Family.

Murphy's Master.
|
At Her Mercy.

A Woman's Vengeance.
Cecil's Tryst.

| Tne Clyffards of Clyffe.

The Family Scapegrace.
Foster Brothers. Found Dead.
Best of Husbands. Walter's Word.
Halves. Fallen Fortunes.

What He Cost Her.
|
HumorousStories,

Gwendoline's Harvest.

Like Father, Like Son.

A Marine Residence.

Married Beneath Him.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
Less Black than We're Painted.

By Proxy. I Under One Roof.

High Spirits.
|
Carlyon's Year.

A Confidential Agent.

Some Private Views. 1 From Exile.

A Grape from a Thorn. | Kit.

For Cash Only. | The Canon's Ward.
The Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks. |

Glow-worm Tales.

The Mystery of Mirbridge.

By C. L. PIRKIS.
Lady Lovelace.

By EDGAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.

By E. C. PRICE.
Valentina. I Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

Gerald. | The Foreigners.

By F. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.

The Hands of Justice.

Mirk Abbey,

London: GHATTO S WINDUS, 2U Piccadilly, W,



TWO-SHILLING POPtJLAB NOVELS.

Ey CHARLES READE.
It is Never Too Late to Mend.

Hard Cash. I Peg VVofflngton.

Christie Johnstone.
|
Griffith Gaunt.

Put Yourself in His Place.

The Double Marriage.

Love Me Little, Love IVIe Long.

FooJ Play.
]
Cloister and the Hearth.

The Course of True Love.

Autobiography of a Thief.

A Terrible Temptation.

The Wandering Heir.
|
A Simpleton.

A Woman-Hater.
Singleheart and Doublefaoe.

Good Stories of Men & other Animals.

The Jilt
I

Readiana.

By MPS. J. H. RIDDELL.
Her Mother's Darling.

The Uninhabited House.

Weird Stories. | Fairy Water.

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party.

The Mystery in Palace Gardens.

By JAMES RUNCIMAN.
Skippers and Sliellbacks.

Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.

Schools and Scholars.

By W. CLARK RUSSELL.
Round the Gailey-Fire.

On the Fo'k'sle Head.

In the Middle Watch.

A Voyage to the Cape.

A Book for the Hammock.
The Mystery of the 'Ocean Star.'

The Romance of Jenny Harlowe.

An Ocean Tragedy.
By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.

Gaslight and Daylight.
By JOHN SAUNDERS.

Guy Waterman.
|
The Two Dreamers.

The Lion in the Path.

By KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Joan ivlerryweather.

|
The High Mills.

Margaret and Elizabeth.

Sebastian.
|
Heart Salvage.

By GEORGE R. SIMS.
Rogues and Vagabonds.
Ring o' Bells.

|
Mary Jane's Memoirs.

Mary Jane Married.
|
Tales of To-day.

Dramas of Life.
|
Tinkletop's Crime.

By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
A Match in the Dai k.

By T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

The Golden Hoop.
|
By Devious Ways.

Hoodwinked, &o.
By R. A. STERNDALE.

The Afghan Knife.

By R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights. Prince Otto.

By BERTHA THOMAS.
Proud Maisie.

|
The Violin-Player.

Cressida.
By W. MOY THOIHAS.

A Figiit lor Li'e.

By WALTER THORNEURY.
Tales for the Marines.

Old Stories Re-told.
By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.

Diamond Cut Diamond.
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

The Way We Live Now.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.

The Golden Lion of Granpere.
American Senator.

Frau Frohmann.
Marion Fay.

Kept in the Dark.
Land-Leaguers.
John Caldigate.

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.
Anne Furness.

|
Mabel's Progress.

Like Ships upon the Sea.
By J. T. TROVITBRIDGE.

Farnell's Folly.

By IVAN TURGENIfiFF, &e.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

By MARK TWAIN. ,

Tom Sawyer.
|

A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent.
The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn.
Life on the Mississippi.

The Prince and the Pauper.
By SARAH TYTLER.

What She Came Through.
Beauty and the Beast.

The Bride's Pass.

Saint Mungn's City.

Noblesse Oblige.

Citoyenne Jacqueline.
| Disappeared.

Lady Bell. | Buried Diamonds.
The Huguenot Family.

The Blackball Ghosts.

Ey C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith.

By ARTEMUS WARD.
Artemus V/ard Comolete.

By J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends.

By H. F. WOOD.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Englishman of the Hue Cain.

By Lady WOOD.
Sabina.

By CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY.
Rachel Armstrong.

By EDMUND YATES.
Castaway.

| The Forlorn HopB.
Land at Last.

London: CHATTO d WIKDUS, 214 Piccadilly, W.
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PUBLISHED BY

CHATTO & ^sVINDUS,
214, Piccadilly, London, W.

Sold by all Booksellers, or sentpost-freefor the published price by the Publishtrs.

ABOUT.—THE FELLAH : An Egyptian Novel. By Edmond About.
*^ Translated by Sir Randal Roberts. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3»»

ADAMS (W. DAVENPORT), WORKS BY.
A DICTIONARY OF THE DRAMA. Being a comprehensive Gnida to the nays,

Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses of the United Kingdom and ABserica.
Crown 8vo half-bound, 138, 6d. TPritaring,

QUIPS AND pniDDITIKS. Selected by W. D. Adams. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ja. 6d.

AGONY COLUMN (THE) OP "THE TIMES," from 1800 to 1870.
Edited, with an Introauction, by Alice Clay. Post 8vo, cloth limp, fja, 6d.

AIDE (HAMILTON), WORKS BY. ' Post 8vo,ilIustrated boards. 8». each.

CABR OP CABRLYON. |
CONFIDENCES.

ALBERT.—BROOKE FINCHLEY'S DAUGHTER. By Mary Albert.
Post 8vo, picture boards, Ss. ; cloth limp, fiat 6d.

ALDEN.—A LOST SOUL. By W. L. Alden. Fcap. 8vo, cl. bds., 1,. 6d.

ALEXANDER (MRS.), NOVELS BY. P°st 8^°. illustrated boards, Urn. each.

MAID, WIPE, OS WIDOW? |
VALERIE'S FATE.

ALLEN (F. M.).—GREEN AS GRASS. By F. M. Allbn, Author of
" Through Green Glasses." With a Frontispiece by Joseph Smyth. Crown Svo,

' cloth estra, 3s. HA,

ALLEN (GRANT), WORKS BY. crown Svo, cloth extra, es. each.

THE EVOLUTIONIST AT LARGE. | COLIN CLOUT'S CALENDAR.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. «d. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, a«. each,

BECKONING HAND. """" """"«' """
FOR MAIMIE'S SAKE,
IN ALL SHADES.
THE DEVIL'S DIE.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. Od. each.

DUHARESQ'S DAUGHTER. | THE DUCHESS OP POWYBLAHD. I BLOOP BOTAL.

AMERICAN LITERATURE, A LIBRARY OF, from the Earliest Settle-

ment to the Present Time. Compiled and Edited by Edhdhd Clarence Stedhaw
and Ellen Mackay Hutchinson. Eleven Vols., royal 8vo, cloth extra, £6 13a.

ARCHITECTURAL STYLES, A HANDBOOK OF. By A, Rosengar-
TEN. Translated by W.Collett-Samdars. WilbBsg Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl, ex., T». Bd.

ART (THE) OF AMUSING : A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games,
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By Frank Bellew. 300 Illusfs. Cr. Svo. cl. ex., 4s.6d.

ARNOLD (EDWIN LESTER), WORKS BY.
''

THE WONDERFUL ADVENTUftES OF PERA THE PHIBHIOIAH. With Introduc-

tion by Sir Edwin Arnold, and 12 Illusts. by H. M. Paqet. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3ii. 6d.
I THE CONSTABLE OP ST, NICHOLAS. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. IShortlj/,

BIRD LIPB IN EHGLANO. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6m,

FHILISTIA.
BABYLON.
STRANGE STORIES.

THIS MORTAL OOIL.
THE TENTS OF SHBII.
THE GREAT TABOO.



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

ARTEMUS WARD'S WORKS : The Works of Charles Farrer Browne-,
better known as Artemus Ward, With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 8vn
cloth extra, ya. Gd.—Also a Popular E'ditioh, post 8vo, picture boards, 2a.

IHE QENIAIi SHOWMiN ; Life and Adventures of Artemus Ward. By Edward
P. HisGSTOs, With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa. 6d.

ASHTON (JOHN), WORKS BY. crown Bvo, cloth extra, ya. Sd. each.

HISTORY OF THE CHAP-BOOKS OP THE 18th OENTHEY, With 334 Illusts.

SOCIAL LIFE IN THE REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE. With 85 Illustrations.

HUMOUR, WIT, AND SATIRE OF SBYBNTBBNTH CENTURY. With 83 Illusts.

ENGLISH CARICATURE AND SATIRE ON^ NAPOLEON THE FIRST. 115 Illusts.

MODERN STREET BALLADS. With 57 Illustrations.
,

,

RACTERIA.— A SYNOPSIS OF THE BACTERIA AND YEAST" FUNGI AND ALLIED SPECIES. By W. B. Grove, B.A. With 87 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid.

BARDSLEY (REV. C. W.), WORKS BY.
ENGLISH SURNAMES ; Their Sources and SiKnifications. Cr. 8«o, cloth, 7a, Kd.
CURIOSITIES OF PURITAN HOMJNCLATURE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6g.

BARING GO0LD (S., Author of "John Herring," &c.), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa. 6d. each ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 38. each.
RED SPIDER.

I
EYE.

^

BARRETT (FRANK, Author of " Lady Biddy Fane,") NOVELS BY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each ; cloth, 3a. 6d. each.

FETTERED FOR LIFE.
THE SIN OF OLGA ZASSOULICH.
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH.
FOLLY MORRISON.

| HONEST DAVIE.
LIEUT. BARNABAS.

A PRODIGAL'S PROGRESS.
JOHN FORD: and HIS HELPMATE.
A RECOILING VENGEANCE.
FOUND GUILTY.
FOR LOVE AND HONOUR.

BEACONSFIELD, LORD: A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P.
Sixth Edition, with an Inffoduction. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa.

BEAUCHAMP.-GRANTLEY GRANGE: A Novel. By Shelsley
Beauchamp. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ha*

BEAUTIFUL PICTURES BY BRITISH ARTISTS : A Gathering of
Favourites from our Picture Galleries, beautifully engraved on Steel. With Notices
of the Artists by Sydney Armytage. M.A. Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, gls.

BECHSTEIN.—AS PRETTY AS SEVEN, and other German Stories.
Collected by LuDwiG Bechstein. With Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm,
and 98 Illustrations by Richter. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 6d. ; gilt edges, ys. 6d,

BEERBOHM.—WANDERINGS IN PATAGONIA : or, Life among the
Ostrich Hunters. By Julius Beerbohm. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, Sa. 6d.

BENNETT (W. C, LL.D.J. WORKS BY. Post Svo, oloth limp. aa. each.
A BALLAD HISTORY OF ENGLAND.

| SONGS FOB SAILORS.
BESANT (WALTER), NOVELS BY.

'

Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 3a. fid. each
;
post 8vo, illust. bds., 3s. each; cI. limp, 3a. fid. each

ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. With Illustrations by Fred. Barnard.
THE CAPTAINS' ROOM, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. Wheeler.ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. With 6 Illustrations by Harry Fueniss.
DOROTHY FORSTER. With Frontispiece by Charles Green.
UNCLE JACK, and other Stories. I CHILDREN OF GIBEON.
"i^^^S?^^ '^^''^ ^^•'^ ^^I-^ f™*'- With 13 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER,HERR PAULUS: His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall.
FOR FAITH AND FREEDOM. With Illustrations by A. Forestier and F. Waddy.

. TO CALL HER MINE, &c. With g Illustrations by A. Forestier.
THE BELL OF ST. PAUL'S.
THE HOLY ROSE, &c. With Frontispiece by F. Barmard.
..,..»„„. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. fid. each.

5t '"^I'lS'r.oTB^JP^^^Sl i.^.SP"'"'^^ °f To-day. With 12 Illusts. by F. Barnard.

VFRniw'i'^rJmI?t?? I.?AS9F.S?.% W'"' " P^8« Illustrations by C. Green.VERBENA CAMELLIA SIEPHANOTIS, &c. Frontispiece by Gordon Browne.
FIFTY YEARS AGO. With 144 Plates and Woodcuts. Cheaper Edition, Revised,
t.,..J^;!" * ^""^ Preface, &o. Crown Svo, clpth extra, 5s.



CHATTO & WINDUS, 2l4, PICCADILLY.

BESANT (WALTER) AND JAMES RICE, NOVELS BY.
''^|X°J,S!-S?^V,''''- *•'• ^'^'^^ '' post 8vo, must, bds., as. each; cl. limp, 2a. fid, each.READY-MONEY MOBTIBOY. BY CELIA'S ARBOUR.
EX^.V'^'''^^ ^^^^- THE CHAPLAIN OP THE FLEET.WITH HARP AND CROWN. THE SEAMY BIDE.
SSl^„S°'' °^ VULCAN. THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT, &c.THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. 'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR'S BaV, So.THE MONKS OP THELEMA. THE TEN YEARS' TENANT, ^c.

*t* There Is also a LIBKABY EDITION ofthe above Twelve Volumes, handsomely
net in new type, on a large crown 8vo page, and bound In cloth extra, 6». each.

BEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS PUPILS. By Austin Dobson. With
95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6g.

BIERCE.—IN THE MIDST OF LIFE: Tales of Soldiers and Civilians.
By Ambrose Bierce. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, <ia.

BLACKBURN'S (HENRY) ART HANDBOOKS.
ACADEMY NOTES, separate years, from 1878-1887, 1889-1891, each Is,
ACADEMY NOTES, 1892. With Illustrations. Is.

,
ACADEMY NOTES, 1878-79. Complete in One Vol., with 6oo Illusts. Cloth limp, 6s.ACADEMY NOTES, 1880-84. Complete in One Vol. with 700 Illusts, Cloth limp 6s,
GROSYKNOR NOTES, 1877. 6d. '•"P."",

GROSVENOR NOTES, separate years, from 1878 to 1890, each Is,
GROSVEHOR NOTES, Vol. I., 1877-82. With 300 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 68,
GROSVENOB NOTES, Vol. II., 1883-87. With 300 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth Ump. 6s,
THE NEW GALLERY, 1888-1891. With numerous Illustrations, each Is,
THE NEW GALLERY, 1892. With Illustrations. Is.
THE NEW GALLERY, Vol. I., 1888-1892. With 250 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth. 68.
ENGLISH PICTURES AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 114 Illustrations. Is.
OLD MASTERS AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 12S Illustrations. Is, 6d.
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE TO THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 242 Illusts. cl., Ss,
THE PARIS SALON, 1892. With Facsimile Sketches. 3s.
THE PARIS SOCIETY OF FINE ARTS, 1892. With Sketches. Ss. 6d.

BLAKE (WILLIAM) : India-proof Etchings from his Works by William
Bell Scott. With descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound boards, 3l8.

BLIND (MATHILDE), Poems by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each,
THE ASCENT OP MAN.
DRAMAS IN MmiATURE. With a Frontispiece by Ford Madox Browm.

BOURNE (H, R, FOX), WORKS BY.
ENGLISH MERCHANTS : Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Com-

merce. With numerous Illustrations.. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ts. 6d.
ENGLISH NEWSPAPERS: The History ofJournalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cl., 35s,
THE OTHER SIDE OP THE EMIN PASHA RELIEF EXPEDITION. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 68.

BOWERS.—LEAVES FROM A HUNTING JOURNAL. By George
Bowers. Oblong folio, half-bound, Sis.

BOYLE (FREDERICK), WORKS BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, Ss. each.

CHRONICLES OF NO-MAH'S LAND. | CAMP NOTES.

SAVAGE LIFE. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8yo, picture boards, 2s.

BRAND'S OBSERVATIONS ON POPULAR ANTIQUITIES ; chiefly
illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis, and Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. Gtl,

BREWER (REV. DR.), WORKS BY.
THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND

STORIES. Fifteenth Thousand. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d.
AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES: Being the Appendices to

"The Reader's Handbook," separately printed. Crown Svo, cloth limp, 52s.

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

BREWSTER (SIR DAVID), WORKS BY. Post Svo cl. ex. 4s. 6d. each.

MORE WORLDS THAN ONE: Creed of Philosopher and Hope of Christian. Plates.

THE MARTYRS OF SCIENCE : Galileo,Tycho Brahe, and Kepler. With Portraits.

LETTERS ON NATURAL MACIC. With numerous Illustrations.

BRILLATrSAVARIN.—GASTRONOMY AS A FINE ART, By Brillat-
Sataein. Translated by R, E. Anderson, M.A, Post Svo, half-bound, it».



BOOKS PUBLISHED BV

BRET HARTE, WORKS BY.
LIBRARY EDITION. In Seven Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth eitra, 6s< each.

BREI H&BIE'S COLLECTED WORKS. Arranged and Revised by the Author.

VoL I. Complete Poetical and Dramatic Wokks. With Steel Portrait.

Vol. II. Luck or Roaring Camp—Bohemian Papers—American LBOEUDa
Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts—Eastern Sketches.
Vol IV. Gabriel Conroy. | Vol. V. Stories—Condinsbd Novels, &c.

Vol. VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. _ .

Vol.VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope—II. With Portrait by John Pettie, R.A.

THE SELECT WORKS OF BRET HARTE, in Prose and Poetry With Introductory

Essay by J. M. Bellew, Portrait of Author, and 50 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, ol. ex.. 78. 6d.
BRET HARTE'S POETICAL WORKS. Hand-made paper &buckram. Cr.Svo, 4(i.6d.

THE QUEEH OF THE PIRATE ISLE. With 28 original Drawings by Katb
Grbbhaway, reproduced in Colours by Edmund Evans. Small 4ta, cloth, 5b.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

A WAIP OF THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood.
A WARD OF THE OOLDEN GATE. Withsg Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood.
A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With Two Illustrations by Hume Nisbet.

COLONEL BTARBOTTLE'S CLIENT, AND BOHB OTHEH FEOFLB. With a
Frontispiece by Fred. Barnard.

BALLT DOWS, &c. With a Frontispiece.

BU8T:AKovel. With a Frontispiece. IShortly.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3». each.
GABRIEL CONROT. I THE LUCK OF SOARING CAMP, &c
AN HEIRESS OF BED DOG, &c. | CALIFOBNIAN STORIES.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each : cloth limp, 3s. Od. each,

FLIP. I
MARUJA.

I
A PHYLLIS OF THE 8IERRAB.

Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is. each.
THE TWINS OF TABLE MOUNTAIN. I JEFF BRIGGS'S LOYE STORT.
SNOW-BOUND AT EAGLE'S. . |

BRYDGES.-ONCLE SAM AT HOME. By Harold Brydges. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 38. ; cloth limp, 3s. Od. ___^

BDCHANAlTSTRbBERT) WORKS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.
SELECTED POEMS OF ROBERT BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. Dalziel.
THE EAKTHQUAKEj or. Six Days and a Sabbath.
THE CITY OP DREAM : An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. Macnab,
THE OUTCAST : A Rhyme for the Time. With 15 Illustrations by Rudolf Blind,

Peter Macnab, and HimE Nisbet. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 8s.

ROBERT BUCHANAN'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Steel-plate Por-
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each:
THE SHADOW OF THE SWORD.
A CHILD OF NATURE. Frontispiece.
GOD AND THE MAN. With 11 Illus-

trations by Fred. Barnard.
THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE.
With Frontispiece by A. W. Cooper.

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.
LOYE ME FOR EVER. Frontispiece.
ANNAN WATER.

|
FOXGLOVE MANOR.

THE NEW ABELARD.
MATT : A Story of a Caravan. Front.
THE MASTER OF THE MINE. Front.
THE HEIR OF LINNE.

BURTON (CAPTAIN).— THE BOOK OF THE SWORD: Being a
History of the Sword and its Use in all Countries, from the Earliest Times. By
Richard F. Burton. With over 400 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 338.

BDRTON (ROBERT).
THE ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY: A New Edition, with translations of the

Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED Being an Abridgment, for popular use, of Burton's

Anatomy of Melancholy. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 38. 6d.

TAINE (T. HALL), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post 8vo. illustrated boards, 3s. each ; cloth limp, 3s. 6d. each.

SHADOW OF A CRIMB. | A SON OF HAGAR. | THE DEEMSTER. _
CAMERON (COMMANDER).— THE CRUISE OF THE "BLACK

PRINCE" PRIYATEER. By V. Lovett Camkkon, R.N., C.B. With Two lllustra-
tions by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, cSs. ; postSvo, illustrated boards, 3s.

CAMERON (MRS. H. LOVETT), NOVELS~BY. Post 8vo, luust, bds„ as-each.
JULIET'S GUARDIAN, | DECEIVERS BVEB,
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CARLYLE (THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Life
by R. H. Shepherd, and Three Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 1b, 6d.

THE GOBRESPONDENCK OF THOMAS C&RLTLS AHD RALPH WAtDO
EMERSON, 1834 to 1872. Edited by Charles Eliot Norton. With Portraits.
Two Vols., crown 3vo. cloth extra. ^^48.

CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland.
With Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. GA*

CHAPMAN'S (GEORGE) WORKS. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete,
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., the Poems and Minor Translations, with an
Introductory Essay by Algernon Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., the TraDslationa
of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, fla, each.

CHATTO AND JACKSON.—A TREATISE ON WOOD ENGRAVING.
Historical and Practical. By William Andrew Chatto and John Jackson. With
an Additional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn, and 450 tine lUusts. Large 4to,hf.-bd., 38h>

CHAUCER FOffCHILDREN : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis.
WitI) 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts, Small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.

CHAnCER FOR SCHOOLS. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. DemySvo, cloth limp, Urn. 6d.

CLARE,-FOR THE LdVE OF A LASS: A Tale of Tynedale. By
Au stin Clare Post 8vo, picture boards, 8s. j cloth limp, 8». 6d.

CLIVE (MRS. ARCHER), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, iUust. boards, a«. each.
PAUL FERROLL. |

WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE,

CLODD.—MYTHS AND DREAMS. By Edward Clodd, F,R.A.S.
Second Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 39. 6d.

COBBXN.—THE CURE OF SOULS : A Story. By J. Maclaren
Cobdan, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, iSs,

COLEMAN (JOHN), WORKS BY,
PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIGHTS I HAYB KNOWN. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth, a4s.
CURLY; An Actor's Story. With 21 Illnsts. by J. C. Dollman. Cr, 8vo,cl., Is, 6d.

COLLINS (C, ALLSTON),—THE BAR~SINISTER, Post 8vo, 2s.

COLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each,

FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT, f BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR.
TRANSMIGRATION. | YOU PLAY ME FALSE, | A VILLAGE COMEOT.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3g. each.

SWEET ANNE PAGE, I SWEET AND TWENTY.
A FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. I

FRANCES.

COLLINS (WILKIE), NOVELS BY.
Or 8vo cl. ex., 39. fid, each

;
post Svo, il lust. bds.,3». each; cl. limp, 2s. fid. each.

ANTONINA. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A.

BASIL. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney.
HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahohet.
AFTER DARK. With Illustrations by A. B. Houghton.
THE DEAD SECRET. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A.

OUEEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A.

THE WOMAN IH WHITE. With lUusts. by Sir J. Gilbert, R,A., and F. A Frasek,

HO NAME. With Illustrations by Sir J. E. Millais, R.A., and A. W. Cooper.
MY MISCELLANIES, With a Steel-plate Portrait of Wilkib Collins.

ARMADALE. With Illustrations by G. H. Thomas.
THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. Do MAUEiERand F. A. Fraser.

HAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by William Small.

POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. Do Maurier and Edward Hughes.
" HISS OR MRS. 7 With lUusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Henrv Woods, A.R.A.

THE HEW MAGDALEN, Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and C. S. Reinhardt.

THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J. Mahonev.
THE LAW AND THE LADY, lUusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Sydhey Hall.

THE TWO DESTINIES.
THE HAUNTED HOTEL. Illustrated by Arthur Hopkins.

THE FALLEN LBAYES, I HEART AND SCIENCE, 1 THE EVIL GENIUS.
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER. "I SAY NO," ^ LITTLE NOYELS,
THE BLACK ROBE, I

A ROGUE'S LIFE.
I
THE LEGACY OF CAIN.

BLIND LOYE. With Preface by Walter Bes»nt, and nlusts. by A. Forestier.

COLLINS (JOHN CHURTON. M,A,), BOOKS BY.
ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fis, „,.^,
A UONOGRAPH ON DEAH SWIEI. Ctown Svo, cloth oxtra, 8s. [SAortty.



BUUKS KUULISnCLI DI

COLMAN'S HUMOROUS WORKS: "Broad Grins," "My Nightgown
and Slippers," and other Humorous Works of George Colman. With Life by

G. B, BuoKSTOKE, and Frontispiece by Hosarth. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, Ts. 6il»

COLMORE.-A VALLEY OF SHADOWS. By G. Colmore, Author
of " A Conspiracy of Silence." Two Vols., crown 8vo.

GOLQUHOUN.-EVERY INCH A SOLDIER: A Novel. By M. J.
CoLQUHOUN. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss.

CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbopk. By Catherine
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth Hmp, le. 6al.

CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY.
PEIIONOLOGY SND DEVIL-LORE. With 65 Illustrations. Third Edition. Two

Vols., demy. 8vo, cloth extra, 3t98.
A NECKLACE OP STORIES. ^ lllusts.tyW. J. HEHSESsy. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 6s.
PINE AND PALM: A'Novel. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra. Sis.
GEORGE WASHINGTON'S RULES OP CIVILITY Traced to their Sources and

Restored. Fcap. 8vo, Japanese vellum, 3b. 6d.

COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY.
~' ""

PAUL FOSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr. Svo,cl. ex., 3a. 6d.; post 8vo,must. boards, Ss.
LEO, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, gs. '

'

.

CORNWALL.—POPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG-
LAND ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitionsiof Old Cornwall. Collected

by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. Two Steel-plates by Geo.Cruikbhank. Cr. 8vo, cl.,y8.6d.

COTES.—TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. By V. Cecil Cotes. With
44 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. Crown 8v6, cloth extra, 3a. 6d.

CRADDOCK.—THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT SMOKY MOUN-
TAINS. By Charles Egbert Craddogk. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, Ss. ; cl. limp, iSs.Cd.

CRIM.—ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By Matt Crim. With
a Frontispiece by Dan. Beard. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, its. Cd. •

CROKER (B.M.), NOVELS BY. post Svo, as. each ; bloth; 2s. 6d. each,

PRETTY MISS NEVILLE.
| DIANA HARRINGTON.

A BIRD OF PASSAGE. J PROPER PRIDE.
A FAMILY LIKENESS. Three Vols., crown Svo.

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two Series :

The First from 1835 -to 1843; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of
the Best HuMouR"of Thackeray, Hood, Mavhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett,
Robert Brough, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by Cruik-
SHANK, HiNE, Landells, &c. Two Vols., crowu 8vo, cloth gilt, 79],' GA, each.

THE LIFE OP GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. By Blanchard Jerrold. With 84
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys, Gd,

CUMMING (0. F. GORDON). WORKS BY. Oemy 8vo, cl. ex., Ss. 6d. each.
IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations.
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 4s Illustrations.

VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT. With Photogravure Frontis. Demy Svo, cl., r». <>d.

CUSSANS.—A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY ; with InstSictions iSi
Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. With
408 WoodcutSi Two Coloured and Two Plain Plates. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7a, 6d.

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS Of GOLD. Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6d.; post8vo,bds.,2s.

DANIEL.—MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. By George
•^ Daniel. With Illustrations by Robert Cruikshank. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d,
DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation. By Alphonse

Daudet. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s.

DAVENANT.—HINTS FOR PARENTS ON THE CHOICE OF A PRO-
FESSION for their sons. By F. Davenant, M.A. Post Svo, Is.; cl., ls.6d.

DAVIES (DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY.
Crown Svo, Is. each; cloth limp, Is. 6d. each.

ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS,
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatise on Corpulency

, and a Dietary for its Cnra.
AIDS 10 LONG LIFE. Crown Svo. Ss. : cloth limn. 3a. Od.
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DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, for the first
time Collected and Edited, with fcfemorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A. B.
Grosart, P.p. Two Vols., crowa 8vo, cloth boards, liga. '

DAWSON.—THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH : A Novel of AdveutureT
By Erasmus Pawson, M.B. Edited by Paul Psvoh.^ With Two Illustrations by
Hume Nisbet. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Hm, 6d. "

DE GUERIN.—THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited
by G. S. Trebutien. With a Memoir by Sainte-Beuve. Translated, from the
20th French Edition byjESSiB P. Frothingham. Fcap, Svo, half-bound, iia. 6d.

DE MAISTRE.-A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavi;er.db
Maistre. Translated by Henry Attwell. Post Svo, cloth limp, 38. GA,

DE MILLE.~A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By James De Mille. With a
Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Sa. 6d. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, 38.

DERBY (THE).-THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF : A Chronicle
of the Race for The Derby, from Piomed to Donovan. With Brief Accounts of
The Oaks. By Louis Henry Curzon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s,

DERWENT (LEITH), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo,cl.,38.6d.ea.ipost8vo,bds„3».ea.
OPR LADY OF TEARS.

| CIRCE'S LOVERS.

DICKENS fCHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illustrated boards, as. each.
SKETCHES BY BOZ. I NICHOLS NICKLEBY.
THE PICKWICK PAPERS. | OLIVER TWIST.
THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography.

Edited by Richard Herne Shepherd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fi^s.^Also a
Smaller Edition, in the Mavfnir l^ibrary^ post Svo, cloth limp, 38. 64I.

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustrations
by C. A. Vanderhoof, Alfred RiMMER,-and others. Sq. Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6«l»

DICTIONARIES.
A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, and Pogmatio. By the Rev.

E. C Brewer, LL.D. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6al.
THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND

STORIES. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an English Bibliography
Fifteenth Thousand. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7s. 6(1.

AUTHORS AND THEIR WOBKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr.Svo, cloth limp, 3s.
FAUILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT HEN. With Historical and Explana-

tory Notes. By Samuel A.'Bent, A M. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Ts. 6d.
ELANo DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. Svo, cl., 68. 6d.
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Pictionary. By F.Hays. Cr.Svo, cl., Ss.
VrORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictioiiary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of>

the-way Matters, By Eliezer Edwards. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Annota-
tions, from Diderot's " Le Paradoxe sur le Comedien," by Walter Hbrries Pollock,
With a Preface by Henry Irving. Crown Svo, parchment, 48. 6d.

DOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY.
THOMAS BEWICK & HIS PUPILS. With gs Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth, 68.
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN: Mademoiselle de Corday; Madame Roland; The

' Princess de Lamballe ; Madame de Genlis. Fcap, Svo, hf.-roxburghe, 38. 6d.
. EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. ^Preparing.

DOBSON (W. T.), WORKS BY. Post Svo, doth limp, 3s. 6d. each.

LITERARY FRIVOLITIES, FANCIES, FOLLIES, AND FROLICS,
POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICITIES. ,

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY.
Post «vo illustrated boards, 38. each; cloth limp, 38. 6d, each.

THE MAN-HUNTER. 1
WANTED 1

CAUGHT AT LAST!
TRACKED AND TAKEN.
WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN?

A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPHS.
IN THE GRIP OP THE LAW,
FROM INFORMATION RECEIVED.

THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER. With 23 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra,

:3s. Od. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s.
TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gokdoh Browne, Crown

Svo, cloth extra, f-'. 6d. . _ .

DOYLE (COI^ANJ.—THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. By A. Co«a«
P,-!Yt.E, Author of'^" Mlcab Clarke," Cr9wa Svsi «l»tb nttfti 3«i 9it



BOOKS PUBLrSHED BY '

DRAMATISTS. THE OLD. with vignette Portraits. Cr.Svo.d. ex., 6«. per Vol.

BEM JOMSON'S WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-

sraphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. Edited by Col. Cunningham. Three Vols.

CHAPMAN'S WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays

complete; Vol. 11., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Essay
by A. C. Swinburne ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cunningham. One Vol.

MASSIHGER'S PLAYS. From Gifford's Text. Edit by CoI.Cunnihgham. OneVol.

DtJNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. ttd. each,

A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and I •Went round the World by Our-
selves. With III Illustrations by F. H.ToWNSEND.

AH AMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend.
THE SIMPLE ADVENTURES OF MEM SAHIB. Numerous lUusts. [Preparing.

DYER.—THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. By Rev. T. F. Thiselton
Dyer, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os. _^ _^___

EARLY ENGLISH POETS^ Edited, with Introductions and Annota.
'^ tions, bv Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, &a. per Volume,

FLETCHER'S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS. One Vol.
DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols.
HERRICK'S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols.

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Three Vols.

EDGCUMBE.—ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil and on the River Plate.
By E. R. Pearce Edgcumbe. With 41 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Jm.

EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY:
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.
ARCHIE LOYELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38 . <»«!.

;
post 8vo, illnst. boards, 3».

EDWARDS (ELiEZER).-WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-oi-the-Way Matters, By Eliezer Edwards.
Crown Svo, cloth estra. ys. Kd.

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY.
KITTY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 'is. ; cloth limp, 38. 6d.
FELICIA. Post fivo, illustraled boards, 88.

EGERTON.-SUSSEX FOLK & SUSSEX WAYS. By Rev.J. C. Egerton.
With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H Wage, and 4 Illustrations. Cr. Svo , clotii ex., 5s.

EGGLESTON (EDWARD).-ROXY : A Novel. Post Svo, iUust. bds.,2s.

EMANUEL.— ON DIAMONDS AND PRECIOUS STONES: Their
History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for ascertaining their Reality. By
Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With Illustrations, tinted and plain. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., £g.

ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE : A Practical Guide to all interested in
Selecting or Building a House ; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C, J.Richardson. With Coloured Frontispiece and 600 Illusts. Crown 8vQ, cloth, 78. 6d,

EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES, F.S.A.), WORKS BY.
THE LIFE AND TIMES OP PRINCE CHARLES STUART, Count of Albany

(Th?_X°?'?° Pretender). \Vith a Portrait. Crewn Svo, cloth extra, y«. 6d.
STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown Svo' cloth, «8.

EYES, OUR : How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By
John Browning, F.R.A.S. With 70 Illusts. Eighteenth Thousand. Crown Svo Is.

PAMILLAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By Samubl Arthur* Bent, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ts. 6«l.

FARADAY (MICHAEL), WORKS BY. Post Svo, cloth extra, 4*. 6d. eachTHE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lectures delivered before a Juvenna
Audience. Edited by William Crookes. F.CS. With numerous IllustrationsOH THE YARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR EELATIOHS TOEACH OTHER. Edited by William Crookes, F.CS. With Illustrations

FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY.
MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6r.WAR; Three Essays, reprinted from "IVIilitary Manners." Cr, Svo, l8. i el„ Is. <!d,

FENN (MANVILLE).-THE NEW MISTRESS : A Novel. By G. Man!"
TiiLB Femh. Author of " Double Cunning," &e. Crowa gro, cloth extra's*. 6d.
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FIN-BEC—THE CUPBOARD PAPERS : Observations on the Att of
Living and Dinipg. By Fin-Bec. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 38. fi<3.

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF MAKING ; or, The Pyro-
technist's Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 267 Illustrationg. Cr. 8vo, cl„ 5»»

FITZGERALD (PERCY, M.A., F.S.A.), WORKS BY.
THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown 3vo, cloth extra, 38. fid.
lilTTI/E ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo, cl., 3s. 6>I.
A DAY'S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium, With Sketches. Cr.4t0. Is.
FATAL ZERO. Crown 8vo , cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3a.

Post 8vo, illustreted boards. Ss. each.
BSLLA DOHNA. | LADY OF BRANTOME, | THE SECOND MRS. Iir.LOTSON.
POLLY.

I
NEVER FORGOTTEN.

I
SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET.

LIFE OF JAMES B03WELL (of Auchlnleck). With an Account of his Sayings,
Doings, and Writings ; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, ig4s.

FLAMMARION.—URANIA : A Romance. By Camille Flammarion,
Translated by Augusta Rice Stetson. With 87 Illustrations by De Bieler.
Myreach , and Gambard. Crown 8vo, cloth extra , 5fl .

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) C0MPLETE"^0EMS : Christ's Victorie
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. Grosart, P.P. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 68»

FLUDYER (HARRY) AT CAMBRIDGE : A Series of Family Letters.
Post 8vo. picture cover, Ifi. j cloth hmp, Is. <><I.

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).—FILTHY LUCRE. Post 8vo,illust.bds.,2s,

FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3». each.

ONE BY ONE.
|
QUEEN COPHETHA.

I
A REAL QUEEN. | KINO OR KNAYE?

OLYMPIA. Post8vo.illust.bds., 3s.
|
ESTHER'S GLOYE. Fcap. 8vo, pict. cover, Is.

ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Crown Bvo. cloth, Bs. j post 8vo, illust. boards, 38.

FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY.
SETH'S BROTHER'S WIFE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.
THE LAWTON GIRL, With Frontispiece by F. Barnard. Cr. Svo, cloth ex., 6s.

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 38.

FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By Henry Van Laun.
Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 78. Qd. each.

FRERE.—PANDURANG HARI ; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Pre-
face by Sir Bartle Frere, Crown Svo, cloth, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 3a.

FRISWELL (HAIN).—ONE OF TWO : A Novel. Post Svo, illnst. bds., 2s,

FROST (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each.-

CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. I LIVES OP THE CONJURERS.
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS.

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES.
Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, &c. Edited

by loHN Lane. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d.

GARDENING BOOKS. Post Svo, is. each ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. each.
" A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE ; Practical Advice as to the

Manaffement of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glemnv,
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated.

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. By Tom Jerrold.

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN : The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook Them. By
Tom Terroi.d. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

HY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. By Francis G. Heath.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s.

GARRETTi^HE CAPEL GIRLS : A Novel. By Edward Garrett.

Crown avo, cloth extra. 3». 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s.

GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE, THE. Is. Monthly. In addition to the

Articles upon subjects in Literature, science, and Art, for which this Magazine has

so high a reputation, "TABLE TALK" by Sylvanus Urban appears monthly.

• « Bound Volumes for recent jiean keptm stock, 8s. 6d. each; Cases for btndtns, 3s.



it feOOKS PUBLISHED BY

GENTLEMAN'S ANN.UAL, THE. Published Annually in November "u.
The i8m Annual, written by T, W. Speight, Is entitled " THE LOUDWATKR
TRAOEDY." -

6ERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Grimm
and Translated by Edgar Taylor. With Introduction by John Ruskin, and.22 Steel

Plates after George Cruikshank, Square 8vo, cloth, 6s, 69I.: gilt edges, 7*. 6el.

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
~^.

7
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM. I THE GOLDEN SHAFT.
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. | OF HIGH DEGREE.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, tds. each.
THE DEAD HEART.
FOR LACK OF GOLD.
WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY? ,

FOR THE KING.
|
A HARD KNOT.

QUEEN OF THE MEADOW.
IN PASTURES GREEN.

IN LOVE AND WAR.
A HEART'S PROBLEM.
BY MEAD AND STREAM.
THE BRAES OF YARROW.
FANCY FREE.

| IN HONOUR BOUND.
HEART'S DELIGHT, | BLOOD-MONEY.

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).-SENTENCED I Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl., Is. '6d.

GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 29. each.
DR. AUSTIN'S GUESTS. I JAMES DUKE, COSTERMOHGER.
THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN.

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. Two Series, 2s. 6d. each.
The First Series contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea

—

Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
The Second Series: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan'I

Druce—Tom Cobb—H. M.S. " Pinafore '^.—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance.

EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS written by W. S. Gilbbrt. Containing:
The Sorcerer—H. M.S. "Pinafore"—Pirates of Penzance—lolanthe—Patience

—

Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by jury. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d.
THE <* GILBERT AND SULLIYAN" BIRTHDAY BOOK:, Quotations for Every

Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. $. Gilbert set to Music by Sir A.
Sullivan. Compiled by Alex. Watson. Roya.Vi6mo, Jap, leather, ga. 0<1.

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY. >

THE LOST HEIRESS : A Tale ot Love, Battle and Adventure. With s Illusts. by
Hume Nisbet. Cr.' 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

THE FOSSICKER : A Romance of Mashonaland. With Frontispiece and Vignette
, : by Hdmb Nisbet. Second Edition. Crown Svo," cloth extra, 3s. 6cl.

GLENNY.—A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE:
Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden. By George Glewny. PosfSvo, Js.; cloth limp, Is. 6d.

GODWIN.-LIVES OP THE NECROMANCERS. By William God-
WIN. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28.

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE : An Encyclopsedia of
Quotations. Edited by Theodore Taylor. Crown Svo. cloth gilt, 78. Bd.

GOODMAN.—THE FATE OF HERBERT WAYNE. By E, J. Good-
MAN, Author of "Too Curious." Crown Svo, cloth, 3b, 6d. -

GOWING.—FIVE THOUSAND MILES IN A SLEDGE : A Midwinter
Journey Across Siberia. By Lionel F. GowiNg: With 30 Illustrations by C. J.
Uren, and a Map by E. Weller.. Large crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss.

GRAHAM.—THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE: A Story By Leonard
Graham. Fcap. Svo, picture cover,' la. '

GREEKS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described from
Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffee.
With 545 Illustrations. Large crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

GREENWOOD (JAMES), WORKS BY. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, Ss. Od. each.THE WILDS OF LONDON. j LOW-LIFE DEEPS.

GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY:
NIKANOR. Translated by Eliza E. Chase. With 8 Illustrations. Crown Svo,

xloth extra, Cs.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss.
A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown Svo, cloih extra, 5s. ; post 8yo. illustrated boards 29.

GRIFFITH.-CORINTHIA MARAZION : A Novel. By Cecil Grif-
KIB, Author of " Victory Deane," &c. Crown 8vo, eloth extra, 3«, «8d.
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JIABBERTON (JOHN, Author of " Helen's Babies''), NOVELS JSY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards fta, each ; cloth limp, 28. fid. each.

BRUETOH'S BAYon.
I COUMTRYmCK.

HAIR, THE : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. TranS-
lated from tlia German of Dr. J. Fmcus. Crown'Svo , is.

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. cr. Svo, n. ex., «^ each.NEW SYMBOLS. | LEGEMDS OP THE MORROW. | THE SERPENT PLAY.
MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 410, cloth extra, 8s.

HALL-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs: S. C. Hall.
With numerous Illustrations on Steel and. Wood byMACusE, Gilbert, Harvsy, and
George Cruikshask. Medium 8yo, cloth extra, ys. 6»l.

HALLIDAY (ANDR.).—EVERY-DAY PAPERS. Post 8vo. bds., 2s.

HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With oyer loo Facsimiles
and Explanatory-Text. By Don Felix de^ Salamanca. Post 8vb, cloth limp. !8s. 6d.

HANKY-PANKY : A Collection of~ Very Easy Tricks, Ve'-.y Difficult
;
Tricks, White,Ma^o, Sleight of Hand. &c. Edite'd by W. H. Cremek. With 200
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, clolh extra, 4a. 61I. - -

^

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS). - PAUL VTYNTER'S SACRIFICE. By
Lady DuFFus Hardy. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ga.

HARDY (THOMAS);—UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By
Thqmas Hardy, Author of "Far from the Madding,Crowd." With Portrait and 15
Illustrations. Crown .8vo, cloth estra, Ss. Gd. ; pg5t 8vo, illustrated .boards, 3a . -

HARPER.—THE BRIGHTON ROAD : Old Times and New on a Classic
Highway. By Charles G. Harper. With a Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 IIIus-
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 168.

HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL. By J. Berwick Harwood. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 3a. '

"

HAWEIS (MRS. H., R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, Cs. each.
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and gi Illustrations.

THE ART OP BEOORATION. With Coloured Frontispiece and V4 IllustralionSi

CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts.

THE ART OP DRESS. With-3a Illustrations. Post 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. fid.
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy 8v6, cloth limp, gs. «a.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,m.A.).-AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Washington
Irving,' Oliver Wendell Holmes, James Russell Lowell, A^temus Ward,
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. Third Edition. Ctown 8vo. cloth extra, fis'.

HAWLEY SMART.—WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel. By
Hawlev Smart. Crown 8yo. cloth extra, 38. 6«1. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, gs.

HAWTHORNE. —OUR OLD HOME. By NATHANiEt Hawthorne.
Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 31
Photogravures. Two Vols., crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 15^.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. ^ ^ „
~

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. fid. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, »8. each.

GARTH. I
ELLICE QUENTIN. I BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST.

SEBASTIAN STROME. DAVID POINDEXTBR.
FORTUNE'S FOOL. | THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, its. each.

ttisa CADOGHA. I
LOYE-OR A NAME.

fflRSk GAINSBOROUGH'S DIAMONDS. Fcap. 8vo. illustrated cover, Is.

HEATH.—MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT, I GREW THERE.
By PsANCis George Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, fis.

^

HELPS (SIR ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Post Svoitloth limp, 3s. fid.eaoB,

ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS. I
SOCIAL. PRESSURE.

IVAN DE BIBON! A Novel. Cr.8vo, cl. e3itr^,3s.6«l.S post 8vo,illust.Tids.. gs.

HENDERSON.—AGATHA PAGE : A Novel. By Isaao Henderson.
Crown 8vo, cloth entra, 3b; fid.

HERMAN.—A LEADING LADY. By Henry Herman, joint-Anthor

9/ " Tfee Bishops' SifelSi" P9§t 8vo, illustrated bo^ds, a». ; cloth extra, ga. «4,



la BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

HERRICK'S (ROBERT) HESPKRIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND
COMPLETB COLLECTED FOEdS. With Memorial-lntroducdon and Notes by the
Rev. A. B. Grosart, P.P. ; Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cl. bds., ISa.

HERTZKA.—FREELAND : A Social Anticipation. By Dr. Theodor
Hertzka. Translated by Arthur Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6».

HESSE-WARTEGG.—TUNIS : The Land and the People. By Chevalier
Ernst von H e sse-Wartegg . With 2a Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth egtra, 3g. Ctl.

HILL—TREASON-FELONY : A Novel. By John Hill. Two Vols.

HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY.
T&VERH ANECDOTES AND SAYINGS: loclnding Reminiscences connected witb

Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 38. 6d.
THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. By One or the FRil.

TERNiTY. Edited by Charles Hindley. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jla. 6tl.

HOEY.—THE LOVER'S CREED. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. Post8vo.2s.

HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).-NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, Is.

HOLMES.-THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE
PRESERVATION. By Gordon Holmes, M.D. Crown Svo, Is. j cloth, Ig. «d.

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY.
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Illustrated by J. Gordoh

Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp; 28. 6d.—Another Edition, in smaller type, with
an Introduction by G. A. Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Ss.

THE PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, •«».

HOOD'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Life
of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 79, 6d.

HOOD'S WHIMS AND ODDITIES. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, printed on
laid paper and half-bound, Ss.

HOOD (TOM).-FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A
Noah's Arkajological Narrative. By Tom Hood. With 25 UlustrationsbyW. Bruntoh
and E. C. Barnes. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6*.

HOOK'S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS : including his
Ludicrous Adventures, Sons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author,
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, V», Od.

HOOPER.—THE HOUSE OF RABY : A Novel. By Mrs. George
Hoofer. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, iJs.

HOPKINS.—'"TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:" A Novel. By Tighe
Hopkins. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, i^a.

HORNE.— ORION: An Epic Poem. By Richard Hengist Horne.
With Photographic Portrait by Summers. Tenth Edition. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78.

HORSE (THE) AND HIS RIDER : An Anecdotic Medley. By " Thor";
MANBY.'' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, <5a.

HUNGERFORD (MRS.), Author of "Molly Bawn," NOVEI^ BYT
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 38. each.

A MAIDEN ALL FORLORN.
|
IN DURANCE VILE. I A MENTAL STRUGGLE,

MARVEL.
I

A MODERN CIRCE.
HUNT.-ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A Tale for a Chimney Corner,

&c. Edited by Edmund Ollieb. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bd. Ha.
HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, X». 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 9«. eachTHE LEADEN CASKET.
| SELF-CONDEMNED. | THAT OTHEB PERSON,

THORNICROFT'S MODEL. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss.
MBS. JULIET. Three Vols., crown 8vo.

HUTCHISON.-HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING. By W. M. Hutchison.
With 25 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. «d.

HYDROPHOBIA : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; Techniqued
his Method, and Statistics. By Renaud Suzor, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Qg.

IDLER (THE): A Monthly Magazine. Edited bylEROMEK. TkRome
^r,., ^"F.F ?• BarR. Profusely Illustrated. Sixpence Slonthly.-Vor I. now
ready, cloth extra, price 5a, ; Cases for Binding, 1». 6d.
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INGELOW (JEAN).—FATED TO BE FREE. With 24 Illustrations
by G. J. PiNWELL. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, its.

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of Thrm. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6cI.

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by
A. Perceval Graves. Post 8yo. cloth limp, as. <>d.

JAMES.—A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN'S HOUNDS. By Charles
James. Post Svo, picture cover, la. j cloth limp, 1». 6d.

JANVIER.—PRACTICAL KERAMICS FOR STUDENTS. By Catherins
A. Janvier. Crown 8vq, cloth extra, fig.

JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, a». each,
THE DARK COLLEEN. | THE QUKEM OF COMH&HGHT.

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post Svo, cloth limp, 3.. «d. each.

NATURE NEAR LONDON. | THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS. | THE OPEN AIR.

THE EULOGY OP RICHARD JEFFERIES. By Walter Besant, Second Edi-
tion. With a Photograph Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, C»,

JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY.
CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post Svo, cloth limp, Ss. «d.
LORD TENNYSON ! A Biographical Sketch. With a Photograph. Cr. Svo, cl., «».

JEROME.—STAGELAND. By Jerome K. Jerome. With 64 Illustra-
tions by J. Berhard Partridge. Square Svo, picture cover, 1«. ; cloth limp, gg.

JERROLD.—THE BARBER'S CHAIR ; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS.
By Douglas Je rrold. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and hali-bound, Urn,

JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post Svo, is. each; cloth limp, Is. Cd. each.

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE REST.
HOUSEHOLD HORTlgULTUREi A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated.

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN; The Plants, and How w6 Cook Them. Cr. 8vo,cl.,l«.6d.

JESSE.-SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By
Edward Jsssb. Post Svo, clotli limp, iis.

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. Cr.Svo, cl. extra, r.. «d. each.

FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 30a
Illustrations. Second Edition. Revised and Enlarged.

CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals,
Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece.

CKOVIfNS AND CORONATIONS! A History ol Regalia. With 100 Illnstrations.

JONSON'S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory
and a Biographical Memoir by William Gifford, Edited by Colonel Cunning-
ham. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, &<*, each.

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by Whiston.
Containing "The Antiquities of the Jews" and "The Wars or the Tews." With 52
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols., demy Svo, half-bound, 13s. 6a.

TTEMPT.—PENCIL AND PALETTE : Chapters on Art and Artists. By
Robert Kempt. Post Svo, cloth limp, *2t, 6tl.

KERSHAW. — COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Humorous
Sketr.hes. By Mark Kershaw. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. j cloth, 3«. fid.

KEYSER. — CUT BY THE MESS : A Novel. By Arthur Keyser.
Crown Svo, picture cover, la. ; cloth Ump, Is. fid.

KING fR. ASHE). NOVELS BY. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. fid. ea. ;
post Svo, bds., 3». ea.

A dMwN GAME. I
"THE WEABINfl OB THE OKBEH."

Post Svo, Illustrated boards, 38. each.

PASSION'S SLAVE. |
BELL BARRY.

KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century.

Jidited, wiih an Introdsction, by the MARfiUESs of Lorhb, K.T, Cr. 6vo, cl, e?.j Vs.
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KNIGHT.— THE PATIENT'S VADE MECUM : How to Get Most
Benefit from Medical Advice. By William Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, la. ; cloth limp, Is. fid.

LAMB'S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse,
including " Poetry for Children " and " Prince Dorus." Edited, with Notes and
Introduction, by R. H, Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a page
of the *' Essay on Roast Pig.'' Crown Svo, half-hound, 7s. 6d.

THE ESSATB OF ELIA. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and haif-bound, da.
LITTLE ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters by Charles Lamb, selected from his

Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. Post Svo, cloth limp, Ss. Oil.

THE DRAMATIG ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes
by Brander Matthews, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. Svo, hf.-bd., i^a. 6gB.

LANDOR.-CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS-
FEARE, &c., before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, igth September, 1582.

To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the
Earl of Essex, touching the State of Ireland, Z595. By Walter Savage Landor,
Fcap. 8yo, half-Rosburghe, 3s. Gd,

LANE.—THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in
Endand THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENTS. Translated from the
Arabic, with Notes, by Edward William Lane. Illustrated by many hundred
Engravings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by Edward Stanley Poole. With a
Preface by StanleV Lane-Pqole. Three Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, 79, 6d. each.

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY.
THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 39. 6d.
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY: The Antiquities, Humours, and Eccentricities of

the Cloth. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 28.
Post Svo, cloth limp, Ss. fid. each,

FORENSIC ANECDOTES. ^_\ THEATRICAL ANECDOTES.
LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY.

CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, Ss.
JEUX D'ESPRIT. Edited by Henry S. Leigh. Post Svo, cloth limp, 8a. 6d.

LEYS (JOHN).—THE LINDSAYS : A Romance. Post Svo, iUust. bds., 2sl

LIFE IN LONDON ; or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Cor-
INTHIAN Tom. With Cruikshank's Coloured Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
'J's. 6d, INbw Edition prepaying,

LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY. Post Svo, doth limp, Ss. 6d. each.
WITCH STORIES.

|
OURSELVES: Essays on Womes,

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 29.each,
BOWING THE WIND. I UNDER WHICH LORD?
PATRICIA KEMBALL.

| "MY LOYBl" I TONE.
ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. I PASTON CAREW, Millionaire & Miaer.
THE WORLD WELL LOST^

|

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 29. each.
THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. | WITH A SILKEN THREAD.
FREESHOOTING ; Extracts from the Works of Mrs. Lynh Linton. Post Svo, cloth,

29. fid.

LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illustrations
on Steel and Wood, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 79. fid. -

LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE : A Novel. By Henry W. Lucy. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 39. fid. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2g.

LUSIAD (THE) OF CAMOENS. Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff. With 14 Plates. Demy Svo, cloth boards, 1S«.

l|fl[ACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY. *

TERESA ITASCA, and other Stories. Crown Svo, bound in canvas. 38. fid.BROKEN WINGS. With 6 Illusts. by W. J. Hennessy. Crown 8v? cloth ex^a «».
MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY.

Kr^^SfL^;?cl^*cfo°„To'^c^o';h e'x1??"l9!''"°"
*="™ ^™' "=' "'^^- ^-

MACDONELL.-QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. By Agnes MAeDONELL
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3«. fid. ; post Svo, jUustratecJ boards, 2a.
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SeCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.P.). WORKS BY.
A HISTORY OP OUR OWN IIKES, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the

General Election of 1880. Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, li2g. each.—Also
a Popular Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each.—And a
Jubilee Edition, with an Appendix of Events to the end of i886, in Two Vols.,
large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 79, Oct. each.

A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.—Also a Cheap Popular Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp Ss. 6d.
A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. FoiSr Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra,

las. each. [Vols. I. & II. ready.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Sa, 6<), each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
THE WATERDALB NEIGHBOURS,
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER,
A FAIR SAXON;
LINLEY ROGHFORD.
DEAR LADY DISDAIN.

MISS MISANTHROPE,
DONNA QUIXOTE.
THE COMET OF A SEASON.
MAID OF ATHENS.
CAMIOLA; A Girl with a Fortune.

"THE RIGHT HONOURABLE." By Justin McCarthy, M.P.,and Mrs.Campbell-
Praed. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 69.

McCarthy (justin h., m.p.), works by.
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., 8vo, I89. each. [Vols. I. & II. readv.
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, Is.j cloth, Is. «d.
IRELAND SINCE THE UNION ; Irish History, 1798-18S6. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.
HAFIZ IN LONDON ; Poems. Small Svo, gold cloth, 3s. 6«1.
HARLEQUINADE : Poems. Small 4to, Japanese vellum, 89.
ODR SENSATION NOVEL. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d.
DOOM I An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover. Is.
DOLLY : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover. Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6<1.
LILY LASS : A Romance, Crown Svo, picture cover. Is. : cloth limp. Is. 6d.
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales. Edited By Justin H.

McCarthy. With a Photogravures by Stanley L. Wood. Two Vols., crown
Svo, half-bound, Igs.

MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY.
WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Vols., cl. extra, gilt edges, in cloth

case, 31s. Or the Vols, may be had separately, in grolier cl., at )Js. 6d. each.
Vol. I. Within and Without.—The Hidden Life.
,, II. The Disciple.—The Gospel Women.—Book of Sonnets.—Organ Songs.
„ III. Violin Songs,—Songs of the Days and Nights.—A Book of Dreams.—

Roadside Poems.—Poems for Children.
I, IV. Parables.—Ballads.—Scotch Songs.
„V. &VI. Phantastes: A Faerie Romance.

I
Vol. VII, The Portent.

,iVIII. The Light Princess.—The Giant's Heart.—Shadows.
„ IX. Cross Purposes.—The Golden Key.—The Carasoyn.—Little Daylight
„ X. The Cruel Painter.—The Wow o' Rivven.—The Castle.—The Broken

Swords.—^The Gray Wolf.—Uncle Cornelius.
THE POETICAL WORKS OF DR. GEORGE MACDONALD. Collected and

arranged by the Author. 2 vols., crown Svo, buckram, Ifis. TShortly,
A THREEFOLD CORD. Poems by Three Friends, Edited by Dr. George Mab-

Uonald. Post Svo, cloth, 58.
HEATHER AND SNOW; A Novel. 2 vols., crown Svo.

;

IShortly,

MACGREGOR. — PASTIMES AND PLAYERS : Notes on P^^aT
Games. By Robert Macgregor. Post Svo, cloth limp, Ss* 6fl.

MACKAY.—INTERLUDES AND UNDERTONES ; or. Music at Twilight.
By Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6a.

MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER-
ARY CHARACTER'S: 8S PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical,

Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature ot the former half of
the Present Century, by William Bates, B.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

MACQUOID (MRS.), WORKS BY. Square Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. each.
IN THE ARDENNES. With 50 Illgstrations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. Wltb

34 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
THROUGH NORMANDY. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map.
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map.
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid,

Post 8vo7 illustrated boards, ^s. each,
THE EVIL EYE, and other Stories. ( LOST ROSE.



t6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

UAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management : including full Practical

Directions for producing the Limelight, mailing Oxygen Gas, ind preparing Lantern

Slides. By T. C. Hepworth. With lo Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. Ig.; cloth, la. fed.

MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Cups and Balls,

Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, Sus. All from actual Experience. Edited by W. H.
Cremer. With aoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4g. 6d.

MAGNA CHARTA : An -Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British

.Museum, 3 feet-by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, &s,

MALLOCk~(Wr~H.Y^ORKS~~BY.
THE HEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, S». ; cloth limp, 2s. <!!.

THE HEW PAUL & VIRGINIA: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. <>ci.

PO£MS. Small ^to, parchment, 8s.
)8 LIFE WORTH LIYIHG7 Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
A ROHAHCE OF THE MINETEENTH CEHTUBY. Crown Svo, cloth, 6». [Shorlh:

MALLORY'S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D'ARTHUR : The Stories of

King ABthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B.

MONTGOMERIE RANKING. PoSt 8vO, Cloth limp, 38.

MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY, Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. Cd. each.

THE CHOICE WORKS OF HARK TWAIN, Revised and Corrected throughout
by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations.

ROUGHING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOHE. With 200 Illusts. by F. A. Fraser.
MARK TWAIN'S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations.

A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR. With 220 Illusts. by Beard.
Crown Svo, cloth extra (illustrated), ta. 6d. each; post Svo, illust. boards, 28. each.

THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, New Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illustrations.

(The Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP.)
THE GILDED AGE. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner. With :I2 Illustrations.

THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With in Illustrations.

A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 Illustrations.

THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With igo Illustrations.

LIFE ON THE HIBSI8SIPPL With 300 Illustrations.

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Illusts. by E.W. Kemble.
MARK TWAIN'S SKETCHES. I'ost livo, illustrated boards, Sa.
THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT, &c. Cr. Svo, cl., «i>. ; post Svo, illust. bds., -Js.

THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT. With 81 Illustrations by Hal Hurst and Dan
Beard. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. Gal.

fiARLOWE'S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Col. Cunningham. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

MARRYAT (FLORENCE), NOVELS BY. Postsvo.iiiust.boards.as.each.
A HARVEST OF WILD OATS. I FIGHTING THE AIR.
OPEN I SESAME I | WRITTEN IN FIRE.

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited
by Col. Cunningham. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tis.

MASTERMAN.-HALP^A-DOZEN~DAUGHTERS : A Novel. :^f.
Masterman. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, i^a.

MATTHEWS.—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By Brander Matthews.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2«. ; cloth limp, 2w, 6d.

MAYHEW.-LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SIDE
_ OF LONDON LIFE. By Henry Mavhew. With Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth, as . Cc!.

"MENKEN.—INFELICIA : Poems by Adah Isaacs Menken. With
Illustrations by F. E. Lummis and F. O. C. Parley. Small 4to, cloth extra , Ts. Wil.

MERRICK.—THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. By Leonard Merrick,
Author of " Violet Moses," &c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, Ha. [S/lO^(/J^

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By
A. E. Sweet and ], Armoy Knox. With 265 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, Tn. fid.

MIDDLEMASS (JEAN), NOVELS BY. Post Svo,illnst. boards, as. each.
TOUCH AND GO.

j^
MR. DORILLION.

MILLER.—PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG; or, The House of Life:
Human Physiology, with its application to the Preservation of Health. By Mrs,
F. Fenwick Milled. With oumerpus lUusirations. Post Svo, cloth limp, Sb. (id.



CHATTO St WINdUS, 214, PfCCADILLY. tj

MILTON fj. L.), WORKS BY. Post Svo, U. each ; cloth, Is. Od.eaoh.
THE HYGIENE OP THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet. Soaps, Baths, &c.
THE BATH IN DISEASES OP THE SKIN.
THE LAWS OP LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OP THE SKIN.
THE_SUCCESSFUL^EATMEHT OP LEPROSY. Demy Svo, Ib.

MINTO (WM.)-WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr. Svo, ls.~; ctoth, ls.6d.

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY.
HATHERCOUKT RiSCi'ORY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, a*.
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown Svo, cloth, Iw. «d.

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY.
THE EHCUKEAM; and AL'JIPHEON. Post Svo, half-bound, 3«i.
PKOSE AKD YESSE, Humorous, Satirical, and Sentimental, by Thomas Moorti

;

with Suppressed Passages from the Memoirs of Loud Bvhon. Edited by K.
Herne Shfpherd. With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. Cd.

ffiUDDOCK (J. E.), STORIES BY.
STORIES V/EIRD AKD WONDERFUL. Post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.; cloth, Ss.St!.
THE DEAD MAE'S SECRET: or, The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by

F. Barnard. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 5»,
; post Svo, illustrated boards, i2».

MAID MAP.IAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With
12 Illustrations by Sta.nley L. Wood. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5e.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo. c^oth extra, 'da* oni. each

;
post Svo, illustrated boards, 9«. each.

A LIPE'S ATONEMENT.
JOSEPH'S COAT.
COALS OP FIRE.
YAL STBANOB.

HEARTS,
WAY OF THE WORLD
A MODEL FATHER.
OLD BLAZER'S HERO.

SYTHB GATE OFTHE SEA.
A BIT OP HUMAN NATURE.
FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
CYNIC FORTUNE.

BOB MARTIN'S LITTLE CIBL. Three Vols., crown Svo. [,Sept.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BYT
ONE TRAYBLLEE RETURNS. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, Os.; post Svo, illust. bds., 3s.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3n. 6c9. each
; post Svo, illustrated boards, iis. each.

PAUL JONES'S ALIAS. With 13 Illustrations by A. Foresiier and G. Nioolet.
THE BISHOPS' BIBLE .

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY.
A GAME OF BLUFF. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6<j.
A SONG OP SIXPENCE. Post Svo, cloth extra ,

-^n, «d.

JJEWBOLT.—TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By Henry Newbolt.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 38. <Sd.

NISBET (HUME), BOOKS JBY.
*'BAIL UP!" A Romance of Bushrangers AMD Blacks. Cr. 8vo,c1. ex,,38.0d.
LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 28. fid.
WHERE ART BEGINS. With 27 Illusts. Square Svo, cloth extra, Vn. 6d. [SItortly.

NOVELISTS.—HALF-HOURS WITH THE BEST NOVELISTS OF
THJ! CENTURY. Edi t, by H. T. Mackenzie Bell. Or. Svo, cl., S». «d. IPrepariKg.

(D'HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each7" THE UNF0RB3E3H.
|
CHAHtSE? Oft PATE?

OHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY.
DOCTOR BAMEAU. g Illusts. by E. Bayard. Cr. Svo, cl,, 68. ; post Svo, bds., 2s.
A LAST LOYB. Crown Svo, cloth, Sa. ; post Svo, boards, 3».
A WEIRD GIFT. Crown Svo, cloth, Sa. 6d. ; post Svo, boards , 28.

OLIPHANT (MRS.), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. ilhistrated boards, 2». each.
THE PRIMROSE PATH. | THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN BNGLASD.
WHITBLADIBS. With Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins and Henry Woods,

A.R.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2^.

CTREILLY (HARRINGTON).-FIFTY YEARSlTlTTHETRArLT^d:
ventures of John Y. Nelson, igo Illusts. by P. Fkenzeny. Crown tivo, 3e. Cd

.

CTREiLLY (MRS.).-PH(EEE'S FORTUNES. Post Svo, Ulnst. bdsr2s:

b'SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), POEMS BY.
LAYS OP FRANCE. Crown Svo, cioth extra, lOs. 6d.
MUSIC AND MOONLIGHT. Fcap. Svo, cloth extra, 7k. SO,
SONGS OF A WORKER, Fcap. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.



i8 BOOKS PUSLISH£D SY

OUIDA. NOVKLS BY.
HELD IN BONDAGE.
TRICOTRIN.
BTRATHMORE.
CHANDOS.
CECIL CASTLEISAINE'S
GAGE.

IDALIA.
UNDER TWO FLAGS.
PUCK,

Cr. 8vo, cl., 38. 6d. each
;
post 8vo, Illust, bds., 3b. eacb.

FOLLE-FARINE.
A DOG OF<FLANDERS.
PASCAREL.
TWO LITTLE WOODEN
SHOES.

BIGNA.
IN A WINTER CITY.
ARIADNE.
FRIENDSHIP.

BIMBI. Presentation Edition, with Nine Illustrations by Edmund H. Garrett.
Square 8vo, cloth, cSs.

SANTA BARBARA, &o. Second Edition. Square 8vo, cloth. 6». ; cr. 8vo, Ss. 6d.

WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Worljs of Ouida by F. Sydhev
Morris. Post Svo, cloth extra, Sa. Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 8s.

MOTHS.
PIPISTRELLO.
A VILLAGE COMMUNE.
IN MAREMMA.
BIMBI.

I
SYRLIN.

WANDA.
FRESCOES. J OTHMAR.
PRINCESS NAPRAXINE.
GUILDEROY.

|
RUFFINO.

PAGE (H. A.), WORKS BT.
^ THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. ed.

ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8yo, cloth eUra, 5g.

PARLIAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND ELECTIONEERING, A HIS-
TORY Of, from the Stuarts to Queen Victoria. ByJoseph Grego. A New Edition,

with 93 Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth estra, Tb. od.

PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His-
torical Introduction and Notes by T. M'Crie, P.P. Post Svo, cloth limp, 89.

PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By MargaretA. Paul. With Frontis-

piece by Helen Paterson. Crowp Svo, cloth, 3b. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. boards, tis.

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each:

LOST SIR HASSINGBERD.
WALTER'S WORD.
LESS BLACK THAN WE'RE
PAINTED.

BY PROXY.
HIGH SPIRITS.
UNDER ONE ROOF.
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT,

post Svo, illustrated boards, 39. each.

A GRAPE FROM A THORN.
FROM EXILE.
THE CANON'S WARD.
THE TALK OF THE TOWN.
HOLIDAY TASKS.
GLOW-WORM TALES.
THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE,
THE WORD AND THE WILL,

HUMOROUS STORIES.
THE FOSTER BROTHERS.
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE.
HARRIED BENEATH HIM.
BENTINCK'S TUTOR.
A PERFECT TREASURE.
A COUNTY FAMILY.
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON.
A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE.
OARLYON'S YEAR. | CECIL'S TRYST.
MURPHY'S MASTER.
AT HER MERCY.
THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE,

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3b. each.
FOUND DEAD.
GWENDOLINE'S HARVEST,
A MARINE RESIDENCE.
MIRK ABBEY.I SOME PRIVATE VIEWS.
NOT WOOED, BUT WON.
TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD.
THE BEST OF HUSBANDS.
HALVES.

I
THE BURNT MILLION.

FALLEN FORTUNES.
WHAT HE COST HER.
KIT: A MEMORY.
FOR CASH ONLY.
A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d, each.
IN PERIL AND PRIVATION ; Stories of Marine Adventure. With 17 Illusts.

SUNNY STORIES, and some SHADY ONES. Frontispiece by Fred. Barnard.
NOTES FROM THE "NEWS." Crown Svo, portrait cover. Is.; cloth, la. Oil.

PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), VfOSKS BY. Post svo.ci., 3a. Od. each.

PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations.

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du Maueier.
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Social, Selected by H. C. Pennell.

PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. Post Svo, 1b. each; cloth, l9. 6d.each.

BEYOND THE GATES. By theAuthor I AN OLD MAID'S PARADISE,
of "The Gates Ajar." | BURGLARS IN PARADISE.

JACK THE FISHERMAN. Illustrated by C. W. Reed. Cr. Svo, 1b. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

PIRKIS (C. L.), NOVELS BY,
TROOPING WITH CROWS. Foap. Svo, picture cover, 1».
LADY LOVELACE, Post Svo, illustrated bostrds, 38.
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PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY.
THE PURSUIYANT OF ARMS; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. With

Coloured Frontispiece, Five Plates, and 209 Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth, 78. fid.
B0H6S AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. Mackarness. Cr. 8yo, cl., Cs.

PLUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. Translated from the
Greels, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a Life of Plutarch, by John and
William Lamghorne. With Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, 10s. 6<1.

FOE'S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry In tro-
duction by Chas. Baudelaire, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cloth, ^s. Od.

THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 8s.

POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

PRICE (E. C), NOVELS BY;
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 39. 6d. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. each.

YALENIINA. | THE F0REI0HER3. | MRS. LANCASTER'S RIVAL.
GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. __^

PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA ; or, The Great Conspiracy of i88i. By
the Princess Olga. Crown Bvo. cloth extra. 69.

PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY.
FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With ss Illusts. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
EASY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Nigh in the Year, Drawings

of the Constellations, &c. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68.
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth ex., lOs. 6fl.
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 68.
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS, With numerous Illustrations. Cr. Svo. cloth ex., 68.
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown Svo, Is. 6d.

PRYCE.-MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS. By Richard Pryce,
Authorof "No Iiniiediment," With a Frontispiece by Hal Ludlow. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s. fid.

PAMBOSSON.—POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. Rambosson, Laureate
of the Ipstitute of France. With numerous Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7», 6€l»

RANDOLPH.—AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES: A Novel. By Lt. -Colonel
George Randolph. U.S.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d«

READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. 6d. each

;
post 8va, illust. bds., 3s. each.

PES WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A.—Also a Pocket Edition,
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. Svo, half-leather, 2s. 6«1.

CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by William Small.—Also a Pocket Edition,
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. Svo, half-leather, 3s. 6d.

IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. J. Pinwell.
THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER QJD RUN SMOOTH. Illustrated by

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &e. Illustrated by Matt Stretch.
LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. Ellen Edwards.
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE, Illusts. by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Keehe.
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by Charles Kbehb.
HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson.

i

GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and William Small.
FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by George Du Maurier.
PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. Illustrated by Robert Barnes.
A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Edward Hughes and A. W. Cooper.
A SIMPLETON. Illustrated by Kate Craufurd.
THE WANDERING HEIR. Illustrated by Helen PatersoNi S. L, Fildes, R.A.,

C. Greem, and Henry Woods, A.R.A.

A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by Thomas CouLDERr.
SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P. Macnab,
aOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illustrated by E. A.

Abbey, Percy Macquoid.R.W.S., and Joseph Nash.
THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated fey Joseph Nash,
A PERILOUS SECRET. Illustrated by Fred, Barnard.
READIANA. With a Steel-plate Portrait of Charles Reade,

BIBLE CHARACTERS; Studies of David. Paul. &e Fcap. Svo, leatherette. Is,

SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. With an Introduction

\>y Mrs, Alsz. Irslamd, wd a Steel-Plate Portrait, Crown Svo, f>uclsr$m, (i^



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

RIDDELL (MRS. J. HA NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3ii.each.

THE PKIMCE OF WALES'S GARDEN PARTY. | WEIKD STOSIES.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ha. each.

THE UNINHABITED HOUSE. I HER MOTHER'S DASUB3.
KYSTERif IN PALACE GARDENS. THE NUN'S CUBSE.
FAIRY WATER. | IDLE TALES.

RIMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. square 8vo,clothgilt,rs.«.!. each.
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations.
RAMBLES BOUND ETON AND HARROW. With so Illustrations.

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. With %» lUusts. byC. A. Vanderhoof, &c.

RIVES (Am§lie).—BARBARA DERING. By Am^lie Rives, Author
of " The Quick or the Dead ? " Two Vols., crown 8vo.

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniel Defoe. (Major's Edition.) With
37 Illustrations by George Cruikshank. Post 8vo, half-bound, ga.

ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY.
WOKEN ARE STRANGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Sa.
THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, Dlnstrated

boards, 38.

ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, doth extra, Ts. 6d. each.
THE POETS' BIRDS. I THE POETS' BEASTS.
THE POETS AND NATURE : REPTILES, FISHES, INSECTS. IPrtpanng.

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With
Notes, and an Introductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. Post Svo, cloth limp, 3g>

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A I-ist of the Principal Warriors
who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country,
A. p. 1066-7. With Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. Handsomely printed, 5a.

ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth, as. «d. each.
PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations.

MORE PUNIAHA. Profusely Illustrated.

RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY. Post Bvo, bds., it». ea. ;
cl., 3». 6d. ea.

SKIPPERS AND SH3LLBACKS. I GRACE BALMAIGN'S SWEETHEART.
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS.

I .

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6«. each^ post Svo, illustrated boards, 3a. each.

ROUND THE GALLBY-FIRE. | A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK.
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OP THE « OCEAN STAR."
A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE; | THE ROMANCE OP JENNY HARLOWX
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. (pd. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 38. each.

AN OCEAN TRAGEDY. |
MY SHIPMATE LOUISE.

ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE BBA. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. (id.
ON THE FO'K'SLB HEAD. Post Svo. illustrated boards, 38.

CAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY." A FELLOW OF TRINITY. With a Note by Oliver Wendell Holues and a
Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3^. €d.; post Svo, illust. boards, 38.

THE JUNIOR DEAN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. «d.
FcaD. Svo, cloth boards, !». ttd. each.

THE OLD MAID'S SWEETHEART. | MODEST LITTLE SARA.

SALA (G. A.).-GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.

SANSON.—SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoirs
of the Sanson Family (i638 to 1847). Crown Svo, cloth e.-iira. Sa. Gd.

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. Od. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 38. each.

GUY WATERMAN. | THE LION IN THE JATH. |
THE TWO DREAMERS.

BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. Cd.

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra,. 3«. Od. each: post Svo. illustrated boards, 3s. each,

MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. I HEART SALVAGE.
THE HIGH MILLS. |

SEBASTIAN.
JOAfI MERRYWEATHER. Post Svo, Illustrated boards, 3*,
GIDEOH'B ROCK. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.
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SCIENCE-GOSSIP : An Illustrated Medium of Interchange for Students
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by Dr. J. E. Taylor, F.L.S., &o. Devoted to Geo'ogv,
Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, Zoologv, Microscopy, Telescopy, Physiography
Photography, &c. Price 4€l. Monthly ; or 5b. per year, post-free. Vols.I. to XiX.
may behad, yg. 6A. each ; Vols. XX. to date, S», each. Cases for Binding, is. Bd.

SECRET OUT, THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; v«th Enter'-
taining Experiments in Drawing-room or "White Magic." Bv W. H. Csemeh.
With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 4g. 6€l.

SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY:
THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAY (OBBBaMMESQAU) and the Highlands

of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 39. 6d.
WALKS IN ALOIERS. With z Maps and 16 lUusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6«.

SENIOR (WM.).-BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKE-
SPEARE. With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. Movr Smith. Cr. 4to, On.

SHARP.—CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW: A Novel. By William
Sharp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 69. ^^_^

SHARP (LUKE).—IN A STEAMER CHAIR, By Luke Sharp (R. E.
Barr). With Two Illusts. by Demain Hammond. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3»>JS^

SHELLEY.-THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF
PERCY BTS3HE BHELLEY. Edited. Prefaced, and Annotated by R. Herns
Shepherd. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3so 6da each.

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.

:

Vol. I. iQtroduction by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicbolson; Shelley's Corre-
spondence with^tockdale: The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; AlastQr,
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c.

Vol. II. Laon and Cythna ; The Cenci ; Julian and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the Tyrant ; The Witch of
Atlas; Epipsychidion; Hellas.

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems ; T)ie Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces.

PROSE WORKS, in Two Veil.

:

Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastroza and St. Irvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refuta-
tion of Deism ; Lettersto Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writinfrs and Fragments.

VoL II. The Essays ; Letters from Abroad ; Translations and Fragments, iidited by Mrs. SHELLEY.
With a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works.

SHERARD.—ROGUES : A Novel. By R. H. Sherard, Crown 8vo,
picture cover, Is* ; cloth, 1». Od.

SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL
p. H. SHERIDAM. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, a4.<i.

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARJ) BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With
Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and
Poetry, Translations, Speeches and Jokes. lo Illusts. Cr.Svo, hf.-bound, Ts, GsB.

THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SGAKDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed
on laid paper and half-bound, 2e.

SHERIDAN'S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by
Brander Matthews. With Tllustr^iiionp. Demy 8vo, "half-parchment, Ij^s. 6d«

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ-

ing all those in "Arcadia." with Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the

Rev. A. B. Grosart, P.P. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 188.

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Cahden Hotten
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 7b. 6'1.

SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ft», each; sloth Hmp, 38. Gd. each.

ROGUES AND YAGABONDS. I HAST JAHE KASRIED.
THE RIHG 0' BELLS. TALES OF TODAY.
MARY JANE'S MEMOIRS. I

DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations,

TINKLETOP'S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by Maurice Greiffenhagen,
ZEPH: A Circus Story, fie.

Crown 8vo, picture cover. Is. each ; cloth, Xs. €d. each.

HOW THE POOR LIVE ; and HORRIBLE LONDON.
THE DAGONET EECITEE AND READER: being Readings and Recitations it)

Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by Geokg]; R. Sims.

DAGONET DITTIES. From the Referee.

THE «A8E OF OEOKOE CANDLEMAS.
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SISTER DORA : A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdalb. With Four
lUustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover» 4d. ; cloth, 6d.

SKETCHLEY.—A MATCH IN THE DARK. By Arthur Sketchley.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ^s.

SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec-
dotal. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. Gd,

SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY.
THE PRIHCB OF ARGOLIS. With 130 Illusts. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3». «d.
TALES OP OLD THULB. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 68,
THE WOOIMG Og THE WATER WITCH. lUuslraied. Post 8vo, cloth, 6».

SOCIETY IN LONDON. By A Foreign Resident. Crown 8vo,
Is. ; cloth, Ig. 6<1. - -

SOCIETY IN PARIS : The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters
from Count Paul Vasili to a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8yo, cloth, 68.

SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU. By Lord Henry Somerset.
Small 4to, Japanese vellum, Os.

;
-_ ^

SPALDING.—ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Belief
ill the Existence of Devils. By T. A. Sfalcing, LL.B. Grown 8vo, cloth eaitra, Sa.

SPEIGHT (T. W,), NOVELS BY. :,

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. Ssi each."

THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE, | HOODWINKED; and THE BANDY-
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &o. CROFT MYSTERY.
THE GOLDEN HOOP. |

BACK TO LIFE,
Post 8vo, cloth limp, la. «<1. each.

A BARREN TITLE, |
WIFE OR NO WIFE?

THE SANDYCBOFT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, picture cover, la.

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations

^ by Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 69.

STARRY HEAVENS (THE): A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal
i6mo, cloth extra, ga. 6d.

^

STAUNTON.—THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an
Analysis ofthe Openings. By Howard Staumton. Edited by Robert B. Wormald,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss.

^^

STEDMAN (E. CA WORKS BY.
~~

VICTORIAN POETS. Thirteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s.
THE POETS OF AMERICA. Crown 8vo. cloth extra; 9S.

,

STERNDALE. — THE AFGHAN KNIFE : A Novel. By Robert
Armitage Sterhdale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. iSa. 6il.; post 8vo,illust. boards^ga.

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, d. limp, as. 6d. each.

TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. With a Frontis.by Walter Crane.
AN INLAND VOYAGE. Fourth Edition. With a Frontispiece by Walter Ckans.

Crown 8vo, buckranij gilt top, 6s. each.
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Sixth Edition.
THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. With a Frontispiece. Third Edition.
THE MERRY MEN. Third Edition. | UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition.
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition.
VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition. | BALLADS.
ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Memories and Essays.

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition, Crown 8vo,"buckram, gilt top, 6s.

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 38.
THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND. From New Arabian

Nights. With Six Illustriitions by J. Bernard Partridge. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 5s,

PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition. Post 8va, illustrated boards, 38.
FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev, Dr. Hyde. Second Edition.

Crown Svo, hand-made and brown paper. Is.

STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. B^
C. Warren Stoddard. Illustrated by Wallis Mackay. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6ii»

STORIESl"ROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by Helen and
^Ljc^ZiMMBKN, Qrowa 8v9,«lot^ extra, 98.6d.; post Svo, illustrated bo^rdsi ^leii
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STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDEfii
With 19 Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul. Third Edition. Crown 8yo, cloth eiitra, Sa,

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Conan Doyle, Percy Fitzgerald, Flor-
ence Maeeyat, &c .. Cr. 8vo , cl. ex.. Eight Illusts., 68.; post 8to,Must, bds,, 8s.

STRUTT'S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OJF~THE PEOPLE OF
ENGLAND; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum-
meries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by
William Hone. With 140 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, Ts. Od.

SUBURBAN HOMES (THE) OF LONDON : A Residential Guide. With
a Map, and Notes on Rental, Rates, and Accommodation. Crown 8vo, cloth, fs* 6d.

SWIFT'S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir,
Portrait,and Facsimiles of the Maps in" Gulliver's Travels." Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. 0«l.

GULLIYER'S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post 8vo, half-bound, Us.
A MONOGRAPH ON SWIFT. ByJ.CHURTON Collins. Cr. 8yo. cloth, 8S». [Shortly.

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C), WORKS BY.
SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS
OF A. C. SWINBURNE. Fcap. 8vo, fis.

iTALAHTA IN CALYDOH. Crown 8vo,
68.

CHASTELARD: A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 78.
NOTES ON POEIIS AND REVIEWS.
Demy Svo, 1 8.

POEMS AND BALLADS. First Series,
Crown Svo or fcap. Svo, 98.

POEMS AND BALLADS. Second Series.
Crown Svo or fcap. Svo, 98.

POEMS AND BALLADS. Third Series.
Crown Svo, 7s.

B0N6S BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown 8vo,
lOs. 6d.

BOTHWELL: A Tragedy. Crown Svo,
138. 6d.

BONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Cr. Svo, 68.

GEORGE CHAPMAN. {See Vol. II. of G.
Chapman's Works.) Crown Svo, 68.

ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Cr. 8vo, 13s.
ERECHTHEUS : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, «3.
SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown

Svo, 6s.
STUDIES IN SONG. Crown Svo, 78.
MARY STUART: A Tragedy. Cr.Svo, 8s.
TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE. Cr. Svo, 9s.
A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Sm. 4to, Sh.
A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Cr.Svo, 78.
MARINO FALIERQ; A Tragedy. Crovra

Svo, 6s.
A STUDY OFVICTOR HUGO. Cr. 8vo, 6a.
MISCELLANIES. Crown Svo, I3s.
LOORINB : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 68.
A STUDY OP BEN JONSON. Cr.Svo, 78.
THE SISTERS : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 68.

SYMONDS.—WINE, WOMEN, AND SONG : Medijeval Latin Students'
Songs. With Essay andTrans.by J. Addihgton SytJONPS. Fcap. Svo, parchment, 6s.

SYNTAX'S (DR.) THREE TOURS :, In Search of the Picturesque, ia
Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With Rowlandson's Coloured Illus-

trations, and Lite of the Author by J . C. Hotten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

TAINE'S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translated by
- Henry Van Laun. Four Vols.i small demy 8vo, cl. bds., 30s.—PoPUtAR EDmoN,

Two Vols., large crown Svo, cloth extra, 158, -

TAYLOR'S (BAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB : Bur-
lesques of Modern Writers. Post 6vo, cloth limp, 38.

TAYLOR (DR. J, E., F.L.S.), WORKS BY. Cr.8vo,ci.ej.,7s.6d.ea^hr
THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct

of the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and lOO Illustrations.

OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them. 33i Illustrations.

THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 366 Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth, Ss.

TAYLOR'S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing " Clancarty,"
"Jeanne Dare," '"Twixt Axe and Crown," "The Fool's Revenge," " Arkwjight's
Wife," " Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion." Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

*4* The Plays may also be had separately, at Is, each.

TENNYSON (LORD): A- Biographical Sketch.- By H. J. Jisnnings.
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth exfira, 6a.

'

TBACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of
Sketches by William Makepeace Thackeray. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

THAMES.—A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES.
By A. S. Krausse. With 340 Illustrations Post Svo, Is. j cloth, Is. 6d.

THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY. Cr. Svo, cl., Ss. 6d. ea.
;
post 8vo, »s. ea,

THE VIOLIN-PLAYER. I
PROUD MAISIE.

CRESSIDA. Post Svo, illustrated boards, Ha,
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THOMSON'S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. With Intro-
duction by Allan Cunhing ham, and 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, ga,

THORNBURY (WALTER), WORKS BY. cr. svo, d. e>ttra, rs. 6d. each.

THE LIFE AND CORRBSPONDEKOE OF J. M. W. TURNER. Founded.upon
Letters and Papers furnished by !iis Friends. With Illustrations in Colours.

HliUHTED LONDON. Edit, by E Wai-ford, M.A. Illusts. byF. W. Fairholt, F.S.A.

Post Svo, illustrated boards. Ha, each.
OLD STORIES BB-TOLD.

| TALES FOR THE MARINES.

TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. ed. each.

THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its

Famous Coffee-houses, Hostslries. and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations.

ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES; Stories of Delusions, Impos-
tures. Sporting Scene?, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. 48 Illustrations.

fMLLOPElANTiiONY), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth c:;tra, tis. 6d. each ;

po3t 8vo, illTistrated boards, 39. each,

THE WAY WE LIYK HOW. I iHARiON PAY.
KEPT IN THE DARK. HR. BCARBOHOUGH'S FAMILY.
FKAU FROHMANN. | THE LAMD-LBAGOBES.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 33. each,

GOLDEN LION OF GRANPBRB.
|
JOHN CALDIGATB.

|
AMEBICAN SENATOR.

TBOLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, clorh extra, i&fi. iiil. e:ich: post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each.
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL'S PROGRESS. | ANNE FUBHE8B.

TROLLOPS (T. A.).—DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post svo. iuust. bds.. 3».

TROWBRIDGE.-FARNELL'S FOLLY : A Novel. By J. T. Trow.
BKiDGE. P jst 8vo, illustrated boards, ti»,

TYTLERTfi. C. FRASER-).-MISTRESS JUDITH : A Novel. By
C, C. Fraser-Tvtler. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^a. 6d. ; post Svo, JUust. board3,_ilg;

TYTLER (SARAH)7"N0VELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 39. 6el.each; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 38. eash.

THE BRIDE'S PASS. I BURIED DIAMONDS.
NOBLESSE OBLIGE.

| LADY BELL. | THE BLAOKHALL GHOSTi
Post Svo, illustrated boards. 38. each.

WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH.
CITOYBBNE JACQUELINE.
SAINT MUNGO'S CITY.

BEAUTY AND THE BEAST.
DISAPPEARED.
THE HUGUENOT FAMILY.

yiLLARL—A DOUBLE BOND. By Linda Villari. Fcap. Svo, picture
cover, 1b.

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by
William M.RossETTi. With Portrait. Cr. Svo, hand-made paper andbuckram, 6g»

WALTON AND COTTON'S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Con-
templative Man's Recreation, by Izaak Walton ; and Instructions how to Angle for a
Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles Cotton. With Memours ana Notes
by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 6r Illustrations, Crown 8vQ, cloth antique, 7a. 6»l.

V7ARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY.
FIYE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With 92 lUustrations by the

Author, Victor Perard, and W. B. Davis. Third ed. Roy. 8vo, cloth ex., 14s.
MY LIFE WITH STANLEY'S REAR GUARD. With a Map by F. S. Weller,

F.R.G.S. Post Svo, is.; cloth, l8. 6d.

WARNER.—A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By Charles Dudley
Wa rn'Er. Crov/nSvo, cloth extra, ©a.

WARRANT TO EXECUTinCHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59
Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14111, 3s. %

WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF BOOTS. A Facsimile, including
Quean Elizabeth's Signature and the Great Seal. Us,

WASSERMANN.-THE DAFFODILS : A Novel. By Lillias Wasser.
MANN. Crown 8vo, Is. ; c loth, la. 6d.

WATSON.—THE MARQUIS OF CARABAS : A Novel. By Aaron
Watson and Liluas Wassermanm. 3 vols., crown Svo.
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WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.), WORKS BY.
WALFOBD'S COUNTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KIHGDOH (1892). Contain-

ing the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of 13,000 Heads of Families,
their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal 8vn, cloth eilt, 50s.

VALFORD'S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAaE, AND KNIGHTAGZ (1802).
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, J12«, 61I.

WALFORD'S SHILLING PEERAGE (18S2). Containing a List of the House of
Lords, Scotch and Irisli Peers, &c. 32010. cloth. Is,

WALFOKD'S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1892). Containing a List of the Baronets
of the United Kingdom, Uioeraphical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth. Is.

WALFORD'S SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1892). Containing a List of the Knights
ot the United Kingdom, Biot^raphical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo. cloth. Us.

WALFORD'S SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1392). Containing a List of all

Members of the New Parliament, their Addresses. Clubs, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is.
WALFORD'S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND

HOUSE OF COMMONS (1892). Roya l 3amo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 5a.
TALES OF OUR GREAT FAMILIES. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, Js. fld .

WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC-
TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory. With 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. Is. j cloth, la. 6d.

WESTALL (William).—TRUST-MONEY. Three Vols., crown 8vo.

WESTROPP.-HANDBOOK OF POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. Ey
Hopper M. Westropp. With Illnsts. and Lis* of Marks. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 48 , ©d. _

WHIST.—HOW TO PLAY SOLO V/HIST. By Aeuaham S. wILk^
and Charles F. Pardon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6al.

WHISTLER'S (MR.) TEN O'CLOCK. Cr. 8vo , hand -made paper, Is.

WHITE.—THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By Gilbert
White, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, igsi

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY.
SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6il.

A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth limp, Sa. 6d.
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s.

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).-A CHTLD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds.72s:

WILSON (DR. ANDREW. F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY.
CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 2,9 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ts. 6d.
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Hi. OA,
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ©8.
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo, ol. ex., 6s.
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Illusts. Cr.8vo,ls.;cl., ls.6d.
CLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 3^ Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

WINTER (J. S.), STORIES BY. Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each.
CAVALRY LIFE. |

REGIMENTAL LEGENDS.
A SOLDIER'S CHILDREN. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. Thomson and E. Stuart

Hardy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d,

WISSMANN.-MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL
AFRICA. By Hermann von Wissmann. With 92 Illusts. Demy 8vo, 168.

WOOD.—SABINA : A Novel. By Lady Wood. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.

WOOD (fl. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. Cr.8vo,8s.ea.;post8vo,bds.a9.

PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. |
ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN .

WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG; or, Love and Theology. By
Celia Parker Woolley. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, gs. ; cloth, 88. 611.

WRIGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ra. 6d. each.

CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES. With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, He.

HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OP THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITBEA-
TURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Illustrated by P. W. Fairholt, F.S.A.

WYNMAN.—MY FLIRTATIONS. By Margaret Wynman. With 13
Illustrations by J. fiKRNARD Partridge. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d.

VATES (EDMUND), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, aiustrated boards, 2s. each.
^ LAND AT LAST. I

THE FORLORN HOPE. | CASTAWAY.

TOLA.-THE DOWNFALL. By Emius Zola. Translated by E. A,
, ViziTBi.Ly. Crown 8to, cloth, 3a. 6d.
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LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.
*,• For/uUer cafalogmng, sec alphabetical arrangement, pp. i-ts-

Post 8vo, cloth limp, Ss. 6d. per Volume.

Little Essays: Irom Lamb's Letters,

Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood.
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacob Larwood.
Jeuxd'Esprit. Edited b; Henry S, Leigh.
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton.
Ourselves. By E. Lynn Linton.
Pastimes & Players. By R. Macgregor.
New Paul and Yirginia. W.H.Mallock.
New Republic. By W. H. Mallock.

.

Puck on Pegasus. By H. C, Pennell.
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. C. Pennell.
Muses of Mayfalr. Ed. H. C. Pennell.
Thoreau : His Life & Aims. By H. A. Page.
Punlana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley.-
More Punlana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley.
The Philosophy of Handwriting,
By Stream and Sea, By Wh. Senior.
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-Book,
By Dr. Andrew Wilson.

THE MAYFAIR LI^t^ARY.
I Journey Round My Room. By Xavier
DE MaISTRE.

Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. Adams.
The Agony Column of "The Times."
Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of

** Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy."
The Speeches of Charles Dickens.
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Folliea,

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson.
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dobson.
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec,
W. S. Gilbert's Plays, First Series.
W. S. Ofiibert's Plays. Second Series.
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. Helps.
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps.
Curiosities of Criticism. H. J. Jennings.
Holmes's Autocrat of Breakfast-Table.
Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt.

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the Echo
Club.

Bennett's Ballad History of England,
Bennett's Songs for Sailors.
Godwin's Lives of the Necromancers.
Pope's Poetical Works.
Holmes's Autocrat of Breakfast Table.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 38. per Volume.

Holmes's Professor at Breakfast Table,
Jesse's Scenes of Country Life.
Leigh Hunt's Tala for a Chimney
Corner.

Hallory's Mort d'Arthnr: Selections.

Pascal's Provincial Letters:
Rochefoucauld's Maxims & ReOectlons,

THE WANDERER'S LIBRARY.
Wanderings In Patagonia. By Julius
Beerbohm. Illustrated.

Camp Notes. By Frederick Boyle.
Savage Life; By Frederick -Boyle.

Merrie England in the Olden Time. By
G. Daniel. Illustrated by Cruikshank.

Circus Life, By Thomas Frost.
Lives of the Conjurers. Thomas Frost.
The Old Showmen and the Old London
Fairs. By Thomas Frost.

Low-Life Deeps, By James Greenwood.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 38. 6d. each.

Wilds of London. James Greenwood.
Tunis. Chev. Hesse-Wartegg. aalilusts.

Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack,
World Behind the Scenes. P.Fitzgerald.
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings.
The GenialShowman. ByE.P. Hihgston.
Story of London Parks. Jacob Larwood.
London Characters. By Heney Mayhew.
Seven Generations of Executioners.
Summer Cruising in the South Seas.
By C. Warren Stoddard. Illustrated.

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.
Harry Fludyer at Cambridge.
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. Bret Harte.
Twins of Tabic Mountain. Bret Harte,
Snow-bound at Eagle's. By Beet Harte,
A Day's Tour. By Percy Fitzgerald,
Esther's Glove. ByR. E. Francillon.
Sentenced 1 By Somerville Gibney.
The Professor's Wife. By L. Graham.
Hrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By
Julian Hawthorne.

Niagara Spray. By J. Hollingshead.
A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. By
Charles James,

The Garden that Paid the Rent. By
Tom Jerrold.

Cut by the Mess. By Arthur Keyser.
Our Sensation Novel. J. H. McCarthy,
Doom! By Justin H, McCarthy, M.P.
Dolly. By JtJSTiN H. McCarthy, M.P,

Lily Lass. Justin H. McCarthy, M.P.
Was She Good or Bad? By W, Minto.
Notes from the "News." By Ias. Payn.
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelps,
Old Maid's Paradise. By E, S, Phelps.
Burglars in Paradise. By E. S. Phelps.
Jack the Fisherman. By E, S. Phelps.
Trooping with Crows, By C, L, Pirkis,
Bible Characters. By Charles Reade.
Rogues. By R. H. Sherard,
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. Sims,
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims.
Case of George Candlemas. G. R, Sims.
Sandycroft Mystery. T. W. Speight.
Hoodwinked. By T. W, Speight.
Father Damien. By R, L. Stevenson.
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari.
My Life with Stanley's Rear Guard. By
Herbert Ward.. _. _ . .

HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, le. Si?, each.

The Old Hald'a Sweetheart. A.St.Ausyn I Taken f^om'the Enemy. H, NswsaSiii
Ktiditsi Little Sara. Auk Sx, Avbyh. | & Lost SqiU. £jf W. L, Alpsr.
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MY LIBRARY.
Choice Works, printed on laid paper, bound laalf-Roxbnrghe; 39. 6d. each.

Four Frenchwomen. By Austin Dobson.
Citation and Examination of William
Shakspeare. By W. S. Landor.

Ihe Journal of Maurice de Querin.

Christie Johnstone. By Charles Rcadb,
With a Photogravure.Frontispiece.

Peg WofBngton. By Chakles Reade.
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb.

THE POCKET LIBRARY. PostBvo,
The Essays of Ella, By Charles Lamb,
Bobinson Crusoe. Edited by John Major,
With 37 Illusts, by George Cruikshank.

Whims and Oddities. ByTHOuAS Hood,
With 85 Illustrations.

The Barber's Chair, and The Hedgehog
Letters. By Douglas Jerrold,

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By Brillat-
Savarin. Trans. R. E. Anderson, M.A,

printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 3s. each.
The Epicurean, &c. By Thomas Moore,
Leigh Hunt's Essays, Ed. E. Ollier.
White's Natural History of Selborne.
Gulliver's Travels, and The Tale of a
Tub. By Dean Swift.

The Rivals, School for Scandal,and other
Plays by Richard Brinsley Sheridan.

Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larwood,
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
Library Editions of Novels by the Best Authors, many Illustrated,

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 39. 61I. each.
By S'. m. AliKiElIV..

The Green Bird.
By GRAIVr Al.I.X:iV.

PhlUstia.
Babylon.
Strange Stories.
Beckoning Hand.
In all Shades.

The Tents of Shem.
For Maimle's Sake.
The Devil's Die.
This Mortal Coil,
The Great Taboo.

Dumaresq's Daughter. { Blood Royiil.
The Duchess of Powysland.

By EI»WirV li. ABIVOI^B.
Fhra the Phcenician.

By ALiAN ST. AITB'FN'.
A Fellow of Trinity.
By KeT. 8. BARIlVa «OITl,I>.
Bed Spider.

I
Eve,

By Vf. BESAIVT & J. BICE.
By Celia's Arbour.
Monks of Thelema.
The Seamy Side.
Ten Years' Tenant.

By Little Girl.

Case ofMr.Lucratt,
This Son ofVulcan,
Golden Butterfly.
Ready-Money Hortiboy,
With Harp and Crown.
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.<

ByWAI^TE^. EESANT.
AH Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room. | r Herr Paulos,
AH In a Garden Fair.
The World Went Very Well Then.
For Faith, and Freedom
Dorothy Forster,
Uncle "Jack. -

ChildrenofGlbeon,
Bell of St. Paul's.
To Call Her Mine.
By ROBERT

The Holy Rose.
Armorel of Lyon-

esse.
St. Katherlne's by
the Tower.

BUCHEAIVAIV,
The Shadow of the Sword. | Matt.

Heir of Linne.
Vadellne.
The New Abelard.
Foxglove Manor.
Master oftheMine.

A Child of Nature,
The Martyrdom of
God and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water.

By HAIili CAIIVB.
The Shadow of a Crime.
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster.
JHORT. & FRANCES COXJLIIVS.
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Midnight.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
yiUaga Comedy, i

Yon Play He False.

By AVIIiKIE C01,i:,IIVS.
Armadale.
After Dark.
No Name. '

Antonina. I Basil
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies.
Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch,
Miss or Mrs?
New Magdalen.

By nUTT'OIV COOK.
Paul Foster's Daughter.

By MATT CBIin.
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

The Frozen Deep.
The Two Destinies,
Law and the Lady
Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves,
Jezebel'sDaughter,
The Black Robe.
Heart and wsience,
"I Say No."
Little Novels.
The Evil Genius.
Thel Legacy of Cain
A Rogue's Life,
Blind Love.

By WlIililAlTl
Hearts of Gold.

CYPtES.

By AliFHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist ; or. Port Salvation,

By ERASmUS DAWSOX.
The Fountain of Vouth.

By JAMES DE IHIIiliE.
A Castle in Spain.

By J. liEITH DERMTENT.
Our Lady of Tears.

| ,
Circe's Lovers,

By DICK DOIVOVAIV.
Tracked to Doom.
By Mrs. ANNIE EDTVARDE8.
Archie Lovell.

By G. MANVlIiliK EENN.
The New Mistress.

By PERCY FITZGERALD.
Fatal Zero.

By R. E. FRANCII.I.ON.
Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen.
One by One. { King or Knave?
Prcf. by Sir BARTIiE FREBE.
Pandurang Hari.
By EDWARD GARRETT.

The Capel Girls,
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—conftntwi,
St CHABIiES CIBBOIV.

Robin Gray. I The Golden Shaft.
Loving a Dream. lOf Hi£h De<r<i.
Iha Flower of the forest.

Sir -E. K]jAlVriXI.B.
The Lost Hsiresg.
The Fossicker.

By CECSJj «RIFFITH.
Corinthia filarazion.

By TIIOlTlAS HABBY.
Uqder [he Greenwood Tree.

By SBWiJEV IIABTB.
A Waif of the Plains.
A Ward of the Golden Gat*.
A Sappho of Green Bprings.
Colonel Starbottle's Cilienf.
By JUIjIAN bawthobne.

Garth. I Dust.
Elllce Quentln. Fortune's Fool.
Sebastian Strcme. | Beatrix Randolph.
David Foindexter's DisappGaranCB.
The Spectre of the Camera.

iCy Sir A. mSt^PS.
Ivan de Biron.
By ISAAC HGIVBEBSOKT.

Agatha Pago.
By nil's. Ai^cRKB innvr.

The Leaden Casket.
{ Self-Condemned.

That other Person.
««y JEAN II««Er.O'%V.

Fated to be Free.
By K. ashe: kino.

A Drawn Game.
"The Wearing of the Green."

By E. lifNN r.INTON.
Patricia Kemball. I lone.
UnderwhichLord? Fasten Carew.
" My Love !

"

I Sawing the Wind.
The Atonement of Leam Cundas.
The World Well Lost.

By IIISNBY IV. liUCV.
Gideon Fleyce.
By JUSTIN DKcCARTIlY.

A Fair Saxon. I Donna Quixote.
Linley Kochford. Haid of Atheni.
Miss Misanthrope. I Camlola.
The Waterdale Meighbonn.
My Enemy's Daughter.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Comet of a Season.
By ACiNES I»IACDONEI.t,.

Quaker Cousins.
By D. CISBISTIK HIIIRRAV.

Life's Atonement. I Val Strange.
Joseph's Coat. Hearts.
Coals of Fire. | A Model Fathor.
Old Blazer's Hero.
By the Gate of the Sea.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.
Cynic Fortune.
The Way of the World.
By MIUBBA'V & HERiriAN.

The Bishops' Bible.
Paul Jones's Alias.

Br IIUITIX: NISBET.
"Bali Up!"

By CEOBeBN OUNBT.
A Weird Gift.

By ain. OI.IPHAN1'.
Whlteladtai.

The Piccadillt (3/fi) Notblb—«a)><«mui(.
By 017IDA.

Held In Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flagg.
Idalia.
CecllCastlsmalne'8
Gage.

Trlcotrin. | Puck.
Folle Farlne.
A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel. I Slgna.
Princess naprax-

Ine.
By MAROARET A,

Gentle and Simple.
By JAItlBS PAVN.

Lost Sir Hasslngberd.
Less Black than We're Palntedi
A Confidential Agent.
A Grape from a Thorn.
In Peril and Privation.
The Mystery of Hlrbrldga.
The Canon's Ward,

Two LittlaVoodea
Shoes.

In a Wlntei Cltr.
Ariadne.
Friendship.
Moths.

I Kofflne.
Pipistrello.
AVillageConunima
Blmbl.

I
Wanda.

Frescoes.) Othmar.
In Uaremma.
Syrlln.|aaUderoy.
Santa Barbara.

FAVIm

Walter's Word.
By Proxy.
High Spirits.
Under One Boot
From Bxile.
Glow-worm Tales.

By M. C.
Valentlna.

Talk of the Town
Holiday Tasks.
The Burnt MlUion.
The Word and th*
Win.

Bunny Storlog.
PBicx:.

I
The Foreigners.

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
By KSCIIAKD PRVCB.

Hiss Maxwell's Affections.

By CIIAR1,K9 REABB.
It Is Never Too Late to Mend.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a ThiaL
Put Yourself in his Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Men and other Animals.
Hard Cash. Wandering Heir.
Peg Wofflngton. A Woman-Hater
ChristieJohnstona. A Simpleton.
Griffith Gaunt. Readiana.
Foul Play. The Jilt.

A Perilous Seoret.
By nira. J. II. RIDBEf<I<.

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
Weird Stories.

By F. VF. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.
By -W. CI.ARK Rir88EI.I..

An Ocean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea.

By JOHN SAI7NBEBS.
Guy Waterman. | Two Draamars.
Bound to the Wheel.
The Lion In the Path.
By ICA'jrHARlNB SAI7NBER8.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon's Rock. | Heart BalTagd
Xlia Hl<h Will, I labMUH.
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novzi-s—continued.
By K,CrKX: SHARP.

In a Steamer Chair,

By IIATVIiET SilLART.
Without Lose or Licenee,

By R. A. SXX:RIVX»AIiJE.
The Alghan Knife.

By BERTHA TnOMAS.
Proud Maisie. | The Violin-player.

By FRANCES E. TROIiliOlPE.
Like Ships upon the Sea.
&nne Furneas. | Uabei's Progress.
BJy IVAN TURGENffEFF, dfcc.

Stories from Foreign NoTeilsta.

The Piccadilly (3/6) J^ovels—continued.
By ANTHONV TK01>r.0FE.

Frau Frohmann. I Kept In the Darlb
Karien Fay. | Land-Leagntri.
The Way We Live Now.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
By O. C. FRASER-T'TTIjER.

Mistress Judith,
By SARAH TYT1.ER.

The Bride's Pass, I Lady Boll.
Noblesse Oblige. | Buried Dlamondd
The Blackball Ghosts.

Ry mAKK XWAIN.
The American Claimant*

Ry J. S. Af^INTER.
A Soldier's Children.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF
Post 8vo, Illustrated

By ARTEBIUS "WARD.
Artemas Ward Complete.

Ry EDinONR ABOUT.
The Fellah.

Ry HAiriIl.T01V AIDE.
Carr of Carrlyon. |

Confidences.

By iriARV ALBERT.
Brooke Finchley's Daughter.

By IHra. AI.EXA1VJI>ER.
Maid,Wife, orWidow? | Valerie's Fate.

Ry GRANT AI^S.EPT.
Strange Stories. I The Devil's Die.
Philistia. This Mortal Coil.

Babylon. I In all Shades,
The Beckoning Hand,
For Maimie's Sake, | Tents of Bhem.
The Great Taboo.

By AliAN ST. ACBYN.
A Fellow of Trinity.
Ry Rev. 8. BARING GOITI^R.
Bed Spider. |

Bve.
By FRANK BARRETT.

Fettered for Life.

Between Life and Death.
The Sin of Olga Zassoulich.
Polly Morrison. (Honest Davie.
Lieut. Barnabas.iA Prodigal's Progress.
Found Guilty.

I
A Recoiling Vengeance.

For Love and Honour.
John Ford ; and His Helpmate.
Ry W, BESANT & J. RIVE

By Celia's Arbour.
Monks of Thelema.
The Seamy Bide.
Ten Years' Tenant.

This Son ofVnlcanc
My Little Girl.

Case ofMr.Lucratt.
Golden Batterfly.
Beady-Money Mortiboy.
With Harp and Crown.
Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.
The Chaplain of the Fleet. _

By WAIiXEB BES*.NT.
Dorothy For^ter. | Oncle Jack.

Children ofGibeon. I
Kerr Paulus.

All Sorts and Conditions of Ben.
The Captains' Room,
All in a Garden Fair, __ „ „^
The World Went Very Well Then
For Faith and Freedom.
To Call Her Mine.
The Bell of St. Paul'li
The Holy Rose.

POPULAR NOVELS.
boards, 2s, each.

BySIIELSIiBV BEArCHAlTIP.
Grantley Grange.
Ry FREDERICK ROYIiE.

Camp Notes.
|
Savage Life.

Chronicles of No-man's Land.

By BRET HARTE.
Flip.

I

Californian Storlei.
Maruja. | Gabriel Couroy.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
A Pbyllis of the Sierras.

By HAROIiD BRYRGES.
Oncle Sara at Home.
By ROBERT RITCIIANAN.

The Martyrdom of
Madeline.

Annan Water.
The New Abelard.
Matt,
The Heir of Linne.

The Shadow of the
Sword.

A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
Lnve Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.
The Master of the Mine,

By IIAI/I. CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime,
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster.

By Coininandcr CASIERON.
The Cruise of the " Black Prince."

By Iflvs. liOVETT CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian.

By AUSTIN CliARE.
For the Love of a Lass.

By aira. ARCHER ClilVR.
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

Rt MACIiAREN CORRAN.
The Cure of Souls.

Ry C. AI.I.STON COLTjINS.
The Bar Sinister.

MORT. & FRANCES COIiIjlNS.
Sweet Anne Page.

J
Transmigration.

From Midnight to Midnight.
A Fight with Fortune.
Sweet and Twenty. I Village Comedy.
Frances. I Yon Play m« lallt.
Blacksmith and BontlMi
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^wo-Shilling Novels—continued.

Bj- WIIiKlX: COIilillVS.
ftrmadale. My Miscellanies.
After Dark. Woman In White.
Ho Name. The Moonstone.
Antonlna. | Basil. Man and Wife.
Hide and Seek. Poor Miss Finch.
Ihe Dead Secret. The Fallen Leaves.
Queen of Hearts. Jezebel's Daughter
Miss or Mrs 7 The Black Robe.
New Magdalen. Heart and Science.
The Frozen Deep. "I Say No."
Law and the Lady. The Evil Oenina.
The Two Destinies. Little Novels.
Haunted Hotel. Legacy of Cain.
A Rogue's Life. Blind Love.

Br ra. J. coiiQUHoriv.
Every Inch a Soldier.

By BUXTOIV COOK.
Leo.

I
Paul Foster's Daughter.

By C. BOBSiRT CRADDOCK.
Prophet of the Qreat Smoky Mountains.

By B. 31. CROKBR.
Pretty Miss Neville.
A Bird of Passage.
Diana Barrington.
Proper Pride.

By 'IVIIililAIH CYPriES.
Hearts of Gold.
By AJLPHON8E DAUBET.

The Evangelist ; or. Port Salvation.
By JTAIUES DB lHIIiI.E:.

A Castle in Spain.
By J. I.BITM DBR'WBIVT.

Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.
By (JHARI^BS DIGKKIVS.

Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. I Nicholas Nickleby.

By DICK DOIVOVAIV.
The Han-Hunter. | Caught at Last!
Tracked and Taken.
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan?
The Man from Manchester.
A Detective's Triumphs.
In the Grip of the Law.
By nra. ANNIB BDTVARBBS.
A Point of Honour. |

Archie Lovell.
By M. BB'THAITI-BDWARBS.
Felicia.

I
Kitty.

By BDWARD BCtCiliES'TOIV.
Koxy.
By PBRCir PITZKERAIiD.

Bella Donna. I Polly.
Never Forgotten. I Fatal Zero.
The Second Mrs. Tlilotson.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.
The Lady of Brantome.
By PBRCir PITXKBRAIiB

and others.
Strange Secrets.
AliBANir DB PONBIiAN(t1^.
Filthy Lucre.

By B. B. PBAIVCir.r,01V.
Olympia. I Queen Cophetua.
One by One. King or Knave 7
A Real Quieen. I Komances of Law.
By HAROI.D FBBDBBICK.
Seth's Brother's Wife.
The Lawton Girl.
Pi-ef. by Sir BARTIjE PBBBB.
Fandurang Harl.

!

Two-Shilling Novels—continued.

By IIAIN FRIISWBXiKi.
One of Two.
By BDWABB CABBBTT.

The Capel Girls.

By CHARI.BS OTBBOIV.
In Honour Bound,
Flower of Forest.
Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft,
Of High Degree.
Mead and Stream,
Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.
Heart's Delight.
Blood-Money.

Robin Gray.
Fancy Free.
For Lack of Gold.
What will the
World Say?

In Love and War.
For the King.
In Pastures ISreen.
Queen of Meadow.
A Heart's Problem.
The Dead Heart.
By WIIiX.IAia eiliBBKT.

Dr. Austin's Guests. I James Duke.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
By EBIVEST eH,ANVir,ljE.

The Lost Heiress.

By nElVRir OREVIJLIiB.
A Noble Woman.

I
Nikanor.

By JOHN HABBERTON.
Brneton's Bayou. | Country Luck.
By ANDREW^ HAJLJLIDAK'.

Every-Day Papers.

By I,a«Iy BUFEUS HABDV.
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.

By THOITIAS lEABD'T.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By jr. BER1VICK. HARWOOB.
The Tenth Earl.
By J VlilAN BAWTHOBIVE,

Sebastian Strome,
Dust.
Beatrix Randolph,
Love—or a Name.

Garth.
EUice Qnentln.
Fortune's Fool.
Miss Cadogna.
David Foindexter's Disappearance,
The Spectre of the Camera.
By ^ir ABTHtTR IIEIiPS.

Ivan de Biron.
By HEiVR'S' HERMAN.

A Leading Lady.
By lUrs. CASUEZ. HOEV.

The Lover's Creed.
By Mrs. OEORRE HOOFER.
The House of Baby.

By TICiHE HOPKSNS.
'Twixt Love and Duty.

By Mrs. HCNUBBFOBD.
A Maiden all Forlorn.
In Durance Vile. I A Mental Struggle,
Marvel. I

A Modern Circe.
By Mrs. AX.FREB HETNT.

Thornicroft's Hodel. I SelfCondgmneda
That Other Person.

I
Leaden Casket,

By .TEAN INOEliO'W.
Fated to be Free.

By HARRIETX JAV
The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

By MARK KERSHAW,
Colonial Facts and Fictions.

Br R. A8HE KINO.
A Drawn Game. I Passion's Slave.
" The Wearing of the Green."
Bell Barry,
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Two-Shili-ing Novels—continued.

By JOHN IiE¥S.
The Lindsays.

By B. I."KTVN liINTOIV.
Patricia Kemball. Paston Carew,
World Well Lost. "My Lose I"
Underwblch Lord? lone.
The Atonement of Learn Dundas.
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
Bowing the Wind.

By IIENKY W. 1.JJCY.
Gideon Fleyoe,

By JUSTIN McCAKTHY.
K Fair Saxon. I Donna Quixote.
Unley Rochford. Haid of Athens.
Hiss Misanthrope. | Gamiola.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighboori,
Hy Enemy's Daughter.
The Comet of a Season.

By AGNBS IHACDONE:!.!..
Quaker Cousins.

KATHARINE S. jnA.CQUOI]>.
The Evil Eye. |

Lost Rose.

By HV, H. inAIiliOCK.
The New Republic.

By FliOBBNCB ITIARBVAT.
Open I Sesame I | Fighting the Air.

A Harvest of Wild Oats.
Written in Fire.

By J. MLASTEBOTAN.
Half-a-dozen Daughters.

By BRANDBB IHATTHBWS.
& Secret of the Sea.

By 1iE:ONABI> nUBBBICK.
The Man who was Good.
By JBAN miDDIiBJnASS.

Touch and Go. j Mr. DorllUon.

By irLrs. SEOI^BSTFOBTH. •

Hathercourt Rectory.

By J. B. mUDBOCK.
Stories Weird and Wonderful.
The Dead Man's Secret.

By ». CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A Model Father. Old Blazer's Hero.
Joseph's Coat. Hearts.
Coals of Fire. Way of the World.
Yal Strange. Cynic Fortune.

A Life's Atonement.
By the Gate of the Sea.

A Bit of Human Mature.
First Person Singular.

Ky MUKKAV and HERMAN.
One Traveller Returns.
Paul Jones's Alias.

The Bishops' Bibla.

By HENRY MUKSAYi
K a%:s8 of BiuiT,

Sf AS-SCS <S-I!AN5,©N. ,

IS* SBfsrcssan, i
Cissajse? M Jato?

Two-Shilling ¥lov^i.s—continued.

By aEOROES OHNET.
Doctor Rameau. | A Last Love.
A Weird Gift

|

By Mrs. OlilPHANT.
Whiteladies. { The Primrose Path
The Greatest Heiress In England.
By Mrs. ROBERT 0'REUiI.Y.
Phffibe'B Fortunes.

By OUIDA.
Held In Bondage.
Btrathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags,
Idalla.
CecllCaitlamaine's
Gage.

Tricotrln.
Puck.
Folle Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.
Blkna.
Princess Hapraz-

Ine.
In a Winter City.
Ariadne.

Two Little Wooden
Shoes,

Friendship.
Moths.
Pipistrello.
A Vlllaga Com-
mune.

Blmbi.
Wanda,
Frescoes.
In> Haremma.
Othmar.
Guilderoy.
Rufflno.
Byrlin.
Oulda's Wisdom,
Wit, and Pathos.

MARKARET AGNES PAUIi.
Gentle and Simple,

By JAMES PAYN.
£200 Reward.
Marine Residence,
Mirk Abbey.
By Proxy.
Under One Root;
High Spirits.
Carlyon's Year.
From Exile.
For Cash Only.
Kit.
The Canon's Ward.
Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.

Bentlnck's Tutor,
Murphy's Master.
A County Family,
At Her Mercy.
Cecil's Tryst,
Clyffards of Clytfe.
Foster Brothers.
Found Dead,
Best of Husbands,
Walter's Word.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
Humorous Stories.
Lost Sir Massingberd,
A Perfect Treasure.
A Woman's Vengeance.
The Family Scapegrace,
What He Cost Her.
Gwendoline's Harvest.
Like Father, Like Son.
Harried Beneath Him.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Less Black than We're Painted,
A Gonfldentlal Agent,
Some Private Views,
A Grape from a Thorn.
Glow-worm Tales.
The Mystery of Mirbridgo,
The Burnt Million,
The Word and the Will.
A Prince of the Blood,

By C. li. FIBKIS.
Lady Lovelace,

By ED&AR A. POE.
the Mystery of Marie Boget.

By B. C. PRICE.
VaUatlna. I The foreitfosTA
Mrs. I>Ml«Mtei'a Bltftl,

6«raldi



32 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO & WINDUS

Two-Shilling Nov^Ls^continued.

It is Never Too Late to M&ndi
Christie Johnstone,
Put Yourself in Hla Place.
The Double Marriage,
Love IVia Little, Love Me Longa
The Cloister anci the Hearth.
The Course of True Love,
Autobiography of a Thiel^
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
Bingleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of ISen and other Animals.
Hard Cash, A Simpleton.
Peg Wofflngton. Readiana.
Grifflth Gaunt. A Woman-Hater.
Foul Play. The Jilt.

A Perilous Secret.

Bj- Mrs. J. H. RI1>J>J!)I.I..

V/eird Stories, -^
| Fairy Water.

Her Mother's Darling,
Prince of Wales's Garden Party,
The Uninhabited House.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens.
The Kun's Corse. | Idle Tales.

By P. W. KOBINSOW.
Women are Str?.nge.
The Hands of Justice.

My JtAHtlES SUKCIIMAjr.
SItippera and Shellbaclia.
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.
Schools and Scholars.
Sy W. CI.AKK ft17SSSI.I<.

Round the Galley Firo.
On tile Fo'Ii'sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.
A Book for the Hammock.
The Mystery of the "Ocean Star."
The RomEUice of Jenny Harlowe.
An Ocean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.

SGOROE AVOUSTITS SAL,A.
Gaslight and Daylight.

By JlOUrtr SAITNDKRS.
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers.
Iha Lion in the Path.
By KATIIARENS: SACNDBRS.
loan Uorryweather. | Heart Salvage.
The High MIllB.

I
Sebastian.

Hargarei and Elizabeth.
By OSoRes: r. siais.

Rogues and Vagabonds,
rhe Ring o' Bella.
Hary Jane's Memoirs,
nary Jane Married,
[ales of To-day.

|
Dramas of Life,

rinliletap's Crime.
Zeph : A Circus Story.

By AKTSaiTR SKETC55I.EV.
& Match in the Dark.

By HAWJL,eir SMART.
liVithout Love or Licence.

By V. W. SS?E1«SST.
(he Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
The Golden Hoop. I By Devious Ways.
Hoodwinked, Ao. Back to Life.

Two-Shilling Novels—continued.

By B. A. STEBIVKAi^E.
The Afghan Knife.

By K. I.OUIS STEVJENSO^r.
New Arabian Nights.

| Prince Otto.

BV BERTHA TH^^ltlAS.
Crasaida, 1 Proud Maisia.
The Violin-player.

By -IVAIiTKlS TISOKNBUR'K'.
Tales for the Marines.
Old Stories Be-told.

T. AraaiLFiivs 'snotjtiOe'E.
Diamond Cut Diamond.
By JP. EIjEANOB TB0I^I.0?»E.
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Aone Furness. | Mabel's Progress.

By ANTHOIVY SKOIiIiOPE.
Frau Frchmann. I Kept In the Dark.
Marion Fay.

|
John Caldigate.

The Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.

By J'. 1. XRO\VXtSIi>»E.
Farnell's Folly.

By IVA.fif 'JTSrRGEIVrES'F, &C.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

By MARK. TWASCW.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent.
The ailded JVge.
Mark Twain's Sketches.
Tom Sawyer.

| A Tramp Abroad,
The Stolen White Elephant.
Huckleberry Finn.
Life on the Mississippi.
The Prince and the Pauper.
By C. C. SfRASEK-TrTIiEB.

Mistress Judith,
By SARAI9 TYTIjER.

Noblesse Oblige.
Disappeared.
Hngnenot Family.
Biackhall Ghosts.

The Bride's Pass^
Buried Diamonds.
Saint Mungo's City.
Lady Bell.
What She Came Tlircagh,
Beauty and the Beast,
Citoyenne Jaqueline.
By Jllra. F. H. %VI)L[,IAinSON.
A Child Widow.

By J. ». WijiTTEB.
Gavalry Life. | Regimental Legend!

By H. F. ^704>1».
The Passenger from Scotland Yard.
The Englishman of the Kus Cain.

By JLady W«OI».
Bablna.
CEiilA S»ARK.KR W^OOttEY,
Rachel Armstrong; or, Love & Theology.

By KOaiUIVB YATES.
The Forlorn Hope. | Land at Last.
Castaway.
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